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TO  MY  MOTHER 


MOTHER'S  LOVE 

In  the  throes  of  pains  maternal 
From  some  sainted  source  it  sprung, 
A  Mother's  Love  intense,  eternal 
Round  my  infant  form  was  flung. 
And  through  years  of  fears  infernal 
Like  a  mantling  mist  it  clung. 
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MARTYRS'  OF  PARNASSUS 

"MoBt  wretched  men 

Are  cradeled  into  poetry  by  wrong 

They  learn  in  suffering  what  they  teach  in  song. 

—  SheUey 

In  my  dreams  I  am  a  poet 

Whose  flaming  song  is  flung 

To  the  four  winds  that  echo  it,  — 

Yet,  poets  die  so  young; 

In  each  wild  song  that  floweth 

The  soul  of  him  is  wrung. 


But  why  must  poets  pass  away 

Into  some  misty  clime 

And  leave  behind  their  deathless  lay 

To  haunt  us  with  its  rhyme, 

That  men  may  sing  some  other  day. 

In  some  far-distant  time  ? 

Is  it  because  such  genuis  bright 
Must  roam  a  star-lit  way 
Because  the  spirit  in  its  flight 
So  far  outruns  the  clay. 
Or  is  he  lured  by  heaven's  light 
With  seraphim  to  stray  ? 

Or  is  our  world  of  sordid  things 

So  selfish  in  its  toll 

That  Muse  must  rise  on  spreading  wings 

To  seek  some  fairer  goal  —  I 

Must  rise  upon  the  song  he  sings 

That  elevates  his  soul  ? 


Or  do  the  fires  within  his  mind 
The  bonds  of  flesh  consume 
To  free  the  spirit  thus  confined 
Within  its  arc  of  gloom, 
To  sail  aloft  above  mankind 
And  eternal  form  assume  ? 

Oh,  no  !    The  poet  you  loved  so  well 
Oft  dipped  his  pen  in  pain 
And  filled  his  song  with  sorrows's  swell 
Where  fondest  dreams  are  slain, 
Who  found  the  world  a  hollow  shell 
Where  tear-drops  fell  as  rain  ! 

The  richer  be  their  limpid  song 

The  shorter  then  their  span: 

Such  gifts  as  theirs  in  zones  belong 

Beyond  the  reach  of  man. 

Where  each  his  golden  rhymes  prolong 

In  those  haunts  Elvsian. 


GLIMPSES  IN  GYPSY  GARDENS 

You  may  boast  your  gardens  teeming 

Their  rich  perfume  on  the  breeze, 
Of  rare  flowers  bent  in  dreaming 

Which  your  wildest  fancies  tease. 
Not  for  me  your  man-made  borders 

With  their  rows  laid  out  in  plan, 
My  gardens  of  grand  disorders 

W^ere  never  laid  out  by  man; 
They  are  bound  around  with  mountains 

So  your  vulgar  may  not  see, 
And  music  of  lilting  fountains 

Resound  in  my  gardens  free. 

Fair  Nature  was  the  gardener, 

Her  work  was  a  master  stroke, 
Wild  Elements,  each  a  partner, 

In  the  dawn  of  creation  woke. 
Some  never  see  my  gardens  fair. 

And  nobody  sees  them  all. 
Only  the  sun  with  loving  care. 

The  dew  in  its  nightly  fall. 
Touches  their  bloom  on  mountain-side 

And  dips  in  each  green  hollow 
Of  gardens  high  and  gardens  wide 

As  only  the  Gypsies  know. 

W^ho  is  this  wandering  Gypsy-clan, 

And  what  of  such  wild  careers  ? 
They  are  the  ones  that  lead  the  van 

Proceeding  your  "  Pioneers  "  ; 
Always  ahead  and  leading  far 

Afield  in  the  realm  of  thought. 
Tre  king  behind  a  gilded  star 

On  the  leash  of  fancy  caught; 
And  the  wide  world  is  their  garden 

Each  continent  is  their  lawn, 
The  Spirit  of  Muse  is  warden, 

Forever  he  urges  on. 


What  earthly  use  the  trade  they  ply, 

And  why  must  they  toil  with  pen, 
Working  in  clouds  on  mountains  high 

Aloof  from  the  tasks  of  men  ? 
Yet,  high  and  low  their  songs  will  flow 

On  breath  of  sleeping  flowers; 
A  wold  more  fair  those  Gypsies  know 

Than  this  work-shop  world  of  ours: 
On  hopes  they  soar  in  sweeping  flight 

In  the  wake  of  seraph's  wing. 
Flooding  your  lives  in  lurid  light 

From  the  songs  the  Gypsies  sing. 

Each  verse  is  a  gypsy  blossom 

That  buds  on  a  poet's  pen, 
For  a  drab  old  world  on  its  bosom 

To  flaunt  in  the  eyes  of  men, 
Disclaiming  the  heart  that  made  it 

To  bloom  for  his  heedless  kind. 
Disdaining  the  soul  that  bade  it 

Come  forth  from  a  spirit  mind, 
Who  dips  his  pen  in  the  rainbow 

To  splash  along  pale  moonbeams, 
Catching  the  flame  of  poppies  glow 

To  kindle  his  rosy  dreams. 


THE  NAIAD  OF  OLD  VILLE  MARIE 

I  saw  her  fair  beauty  lost  deep  in  sweet  slumber 

On  her  couch  by  the  water 

Caressed  by  the  breeze, 
A  trim,  languid  gypsy  whom  burdens  incumber, 

A  true  mermaid's  daughter 

Come  up  from  the  seas; 

I  gaze  down  upon  her  from  mountain  above  her 

While  Dawn's  rosy  fingers 

Steal  over  her  form, 
As  smiling  and  blushing  she  pines  for  a  lover 

And  on  her  couch  lingers 

Voluptuous  and  warm, 

Where  sun's  golden  splinters,  that  glitter  as  arrows. 

Are  shot  through  her  curtain 

Of  opaline  haze; 
My  vision  grows  keener,  my  point  of  view  narrows, 

And  leaves  me  most  certain 

My  glancing  betrays. 

No  sensual  Venus  recumbent  and  yearning. 

No  nodding  bright  posy 

Seductive  and  mild. 
No  consort  of  Bacchus,  whose  hot  blood  is  burning 

Where  wine  drops  are  rosy 

And  passions  run  wild; 

But  some  modest  damzel  who  swoons  from  her  labors, 

Her  dainty  charms  hidden 

In  clouds  of  her  hair. 
Secure  in  her  covert  from  glimpse  of  her  neighbors. 

Where  no  foot  unbidden 

Intrusion  would  dare; 


Those  crosses  and  symbols  that  gleam  on  her  bosom, 

From  the  land  of  her  Founder 

At  the  time  of  her  birth, 
Were  planted  and  flourished  m\<X  fleur-de-lis  blossom 

And  still  gleam  around  her 

In  candor  and  worth; 

The  Union  Jack  waving  where  King  Louis'  banners, 

In  olden  time  swaying 

No  longer  are  seen, 
Her  flag  has  been  captured,  but  not  her  court  manners. 

She  still  does  her  praying 

In  tongue  of  Racine. 

She  stirs  in  her  slumbers,  then  rouses  to  action, 

For  no  listless  beauty 

Is  Fair  Montreal, 
Her  labors  and  progress  bring  sweet  satisfaction 

With  devotion  to  duty 

And  fair  play  for  all. 


LAKE    LOUISE 

From  the  original  French  of  Gonzalve  Desaulniers. 

The  day  breaks  clear  o'er  the  basin  of  Lake  Louise, 
A  basin  like  a  church  where  your  pilgrim  finds  surcease; 
I  sit  in  drifting  lights  where  gorgeous  Nature  speaks 
Beside  its  fluid  depths,  before  those  icy  peaks. 
The  Dawn  floats  lightly  upon  the  chasm's  breast, 
And  seems  to  hesitate  to  descend  the  higher  crest 
While  Night  tarries  'round  the  rugged  mountain  flanks 
Merging  clinging  shadows  in  Morning's  rosy  banks. 
As  Day's  saffron  steeds  prance  on  flaming  palisades. 
All  the  vapors  hanging  there  like  vast  silken  shades 
Are  now  rent  in  fissures  where  Matin's  arrows  light. 
Before  the  sportive  zephyrs  will  scatter  as  in  fright; 
And  those  massive  crags,  crowned  with  eternal  snows. 
Raise  hoary  heads  erect  as  sentinels  in  rows. 
'Tis  the  creative  hour  in  perpetual  course  of  Time; 
This  moment  divine  is  almost  a  rite  sublime 
When  azure  iridescence  to  the  gorges  translate 
Vivid  colorations  in  a  prismatic  state. 
Each  changing  modulation  is  a  few  minutes  seen 
In  countless  reflections  that  play  upon  the  screen; 
Reflects  of  gold  and  purple,  of  topaz's  glowing  face. 
Of  bluish  saphire  tints,  the  ruby's  warm  embrace, 
As  if  Nature  from  a  casket  rich  jewels  did  take 
To  string  in  a  necklace  upon  the  smiling  lake. 
Sometimes  across  my  vision  great  clouds  a-rolling  there 
Will  shatter  the  reflections  in  the  upper  air. 
To  break  on  the  profile  of  stunted  balsam  cones 
And  on  their  dark  outlines  extend  their  grayish  tones. 
O,  Lake  Louise  !    I  must  linger  near  your  belt, 
*Tis  through  you  the  real  meaning  of  beauty  is  felt. 
Born  of  a  fancy  in  capricious  womb  of  chance. 
Your  summits  are  absorbed  in  the  waves'  magic  glance 
Which  the  morning  befogs  and  the  air  will  displace. 
Yes,  it  is  through  you  God  Himself  shows  His  face 
To  the  dreaming  poet  who,  suspending  his  way. 
Will  wish  that  no  ending  shall  come  to  this  day. 


OUR  BROKEN  IMAGES 
{Dedicated  to  the  Disabled  Veterans  of  the  World  War) 

A  damp  clinging  chill  creeps  in  with  break  of  day 

Through  a  fog  hanging  denser  than  dispair; 
We  trudge  along  the  road  to  Epernay 
'  Till  our  nostrils  meet  the  fumes  of  cafe  noir, 
Where  Red  Cross  tents  gleam  ghostly  in  the  gloom, 

Pledging  truce  with  lean  hunger  for  a  time; 
We  sip  the  hot  liquid,  and  catch  in  the  boom 

Of  barrages,  tones  of  a  tiny  matin  chime; 
An  old  battered  church,  its  roof  gaping  wide, 

With  a  moon  lost  in  darkness  far  above 
Where  the  stars  in  the  distance  seem  to  hide. 

Peeping  down  on  the  candles,  look  reproof 
On  that  huddled  mass  of  kneeling  mankind. 

In  that  ravaged  fane  where  Mars  left  his  trace 
On  broken  images,  where  saint  and  angel  line 

The  littered  floor  and  all  about  the  place; 
Here  a  crazy  old  woman  in  a  black  cloak, 

Crazed  with  her  grief,  goes  groping  on  her  knees, 
Finds  an  angel's  wing  and  next  thing  she  took 

Was  crown  from  a  saint  which  her  fancy  did  please; 
Hides  them  in  her  cloak  —  goes  off  in  the  mist 

Like  an  evil  sprite  with  relic  in  each  fist. 

Down  the  dreary  years  Fogs  of  War  have  clung 

To  our  "  Broken  Images  "  in  Life's  broken  Shrine; 
Relics,  as  we  know,  that  one  day  hath  sprung 

Modeled  on  His  Image  —  a  part  of  His  design; 
But  now  so  disfigured  in  Life's  shuffle  lost. 

They  are  wont  to  ponder,  "  Does  the  Maker  care 
Yet,  each  "  broken  image  "  is  one  of  that  host 

Once  hailed  as  heroes  in  battles  Over  There. 
Deal  with  them  gently,  each  "  broken  image  "  here 

May  one  day  on  \\ings,  rise  to  claim  a  crown. 
For  Death  in  a  Black  Cloak  hovers  ever  near, 

Reclaiming  "  Broken  Images  "  fellow  men  cast  down. 
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A  LA  BELLE  ETOILE 

Josephine,  your  lilting  laughter 

Comes  to  me  on  spring-time  breeze, 
'Cross  the  ocean,  mellowed  softer 

From  its  journey  over  seas. 
Where  each  tossing  wave  seems  scented 

With  the  perfume  of  your  hair; 
Wild  and  grand  and  coral-tinted. 

Like  those  castles  that  we  rear. 

Seven  years  have  now  departed 

Since  we  sat  on  flowering  banks. 
Where  the  blue-eyed  violets  started; 

Where  the  Moselle  crooned  its  thanks 
That  blood  stains  had  left  its  water 

Since  the  foe  had  left  its  shores. 
Still  your  lilting  girlish  laughter 

O'er  my  listening  heart  outpours. 

Seven  years  in  full  now  counted. 

Should  we  reckon  flight  of  Time  ? 
Time  and  Space  by  Love  confronted. 

Melts  like  cadence  soft  in  rhyme. 
Time  swept  by  while  our  caresses 

Left  us  lost  in  languorous  swell. 
While  your  gleaming,  golden  tresses 

Matched  the  moonbeams  witching  spell. 

No  more  then,  shall  we  meet  ever, 

For  deep  seas  divide  our  paths  ! 
Fairest  ties  by  distance  sever,  — 

Cool  in  Friendship's  after-maths. 
But,  my  last  words,  when  I  depart, 

To  those  distant  worlds  unseen. 
While  re-echo  those  of  Bonapart, 

"  France,  The  Army  and  Josephine  !  ". 


May  5,  1926 


CREATION  OF  THE  REDBREAST 

Long  years  ago,  when  very  small, 

This  tale  was  told  to  me; 
The  very  words  I  can't  recall, 
I've  lost  them  in  the  interval. 

But  that  picture  still  I  see: 
Close  beside  old  Jordan's  river 

Some  children  are  at  play. 
While  a  stern  all- wise  law-giver. 
With  a  preachment  to  deliver. 

Goes  by  on  Sabbath  day. 

Those  little  ones  are  lost  in  play. 

As  little  children  will. 
While  forming  toys  and  birds  of  clay 
From  oozy  mud  in  childish  way. 

By  little  lilting  rill. 
The  high  priest  saw,  as  he  gave  pause, 

Those  working  in  the  clay; 
He  halts  to  say  how  bad  it  was 
To  spend  their  time  this  way  because 

They  profane  the  Sabbath  day. 

One  silent  boy  with  solemn  face 

Has  made  two  wondrous  birds. 
No  living  bird  in  market  place 
Has  half  their  beauty,  half  their  grace; 

He  wonders  at  those  words 
Of  hard  and  haughty  high  priest  there, 

And  ponders  his  commands  — 
Then  turns  to  guard  his  clay  birds  rare, 
Perfect  in  form  as  first-made  pair 

From  God's  own  potent  hands. 
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Then  angry  priest  with  savage  foot 

Breaks  up  each  fragile  toy; 
Each  child  to  chagrin  there  is  put, 
But  keeps  his  lips  in  caution  shut 

And  looks  on  solemn  boy, 
As  stern  priest  stoops  a  stone  to  toss; 

The  child  no  word  does  say 
But  spreads  his  infant  hands  across; 
The  high  priest  stands  there  at  a  loss  — 

For  the  birds  have  flown  away  ! 

Twenty  and  five  full  years  we  count, 

Those  birds  are  seen  no  more; 
A  cross  now  stands  on  Calvary's  Mount, 
Where  Son  of  Man,  on  man's  account, 

Wipes  out  a  frightful  score 
Of  sin  and  crime  since  world  began, 

On  man's  atrocious  rack; 
Forsaken  too,  by  faithless  man, 
In  hour  of  His  atonement's  plan: 

When,  lo  !  those  birds  come  back  ! 

With  tiny  beak  they  peck  the  nails 

That  pin  each  bleeding  hand 
And  cruel  spike  that  feet  empales: 
Blood  drops  stamp  in  crimson  trails 

Each  breast  with  Christ's  Red  Brand. 
And  this  is  why,  my  children  dear. 

That  Robins  hold  such  sway; 
Their  crimson  stain  good  people  fear, 
As  sacred  sign  which  all  revere. 

On  birds  Christ  made  from  clay. 
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THE  OLD  ROAD  TO  SAINT  COME 

Just  an  old  winding  road 

And  to  few  is  it  known, 
Where  my  young  fancy  rode 

On  a  dream-bubble  blown, 
To  a  great  humming  town 

Far  beyond  the  steep  hills, 
Where  Illusion  smiled  down 

In  her  fair  fluffy  frills. 
On  that  wild  rustic  road 

And  allured  me  to  come 
From  my  hill-side  abode 

Which  my  youth  called  a  home. 

Just  a  shy  mountain  road, 

But  to  see  it  in  spring 
Makes  your  heart  sing  an  ode 

And  your  soul  spread  its  wing. 
For  that  road  bursts  in  flame 

With  the  bloom  on  its  banks, 
And  all  language  goes  lame 

In  expressing  our  thanks 
For  the  thrills  and  the  praise 

That  our  senses  will  sing 
When  those  wild  flowers  blaze 

On  its  margins  in  spring. 

Just  a  crazy  old  road 

That  goes  climbing  in  June, 
In  its  own  freakish  mode 

In  the  light  of  the  moon, 
While  you  sit  in  the  shade 

On  its  crooked  old  spine. 
In  some  fragrant  arcade 

Of  sweet  balsam  or  pine; 
In  your  soul  there  is  peace 

That  no  tumult  can  drown 
As  you  drink  in  surcease 

From  the  cool  shadows  brown. 
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Just  an  old  Gypsy  road 

When  the  frost  tints  the  tree, 
And  the  branches  explode 

In  their  rich  filigree, 
As  an  artist's  quick  eye 

Would  translate  to  his  brush, 
When  each  wild  autumn  dye 

Makes  the  road-side  to  blush; 
Putting  wine  in  your  veins 

As  your  feet  tread  the  air 
Just  as  gay  as  those  stains 

'  Round  about  everywhere. 

Just  a  white  fairy  road 

And  the  sleigh  bells  in  rhyme 
With  our  light  airy  mood, 

All  their  tinkles  keep  time 
On  the  swift  sparkling  way 

With  the  steel  runners  ring. 
They  would  all  homage  pay 

To  the  great  Winter  King, 
Who  transforms  hill  and  wood 

To  an  empire  so  fair. 
Turns  that  old  mountain  road 

To  a  smooth  silver  stair. 


13 


TO  LITTLE  FRANgOISE  SLEEPING 

{A  Bouquet  of  Ferse) 

Mid  roses  red  and  pink  and  white 

Of  exquisite  perfume, 
And  chandeliers  on  left  and  right, 
That  seek  to  shed  their  friendly  light 

Across  a  gulf  of  gloom. 

A  tender  child,  not  yet  a  maid. 

Of  keen  precocious  mind. 
Among  the  blushing  blossoms  laid, 
A  budding  rose  —  too  young  to  fade 

And  leave  this  world  behind. 

A  pillowed  bank  of  fading  flowers. 

From  little  lad  and  lass, 
With  perfumed  scent  of  Paris  bowers, 
Has  followed  you  through  lonely  hours 

From  distant  Montparnasse. 

What  cruel  vagaries  of  fate, 

What  caprices  of  chance  ^. 
(While  aged  pilgrims  lag  and  wait) 
Bring  swords  of  sorrow  to  your  gate. 

And  crushes  hearts  in  France  ? 

On  Cote  des  Neiges  a  little  mound 

Shall  ever  hallowed  be. 
Where  creeping  violets  crowd  around. 
And  song-birds  join  in  gladsome  sound 

Upon  each  bending  tree. 

Sleep  on  Frangoise:  '  neath  God's  own  hand 

All  pain  and  sorrows  pass  ! 
Your  soul  shall  greet  an  angel-band; 
Your  dust  will  bless  its  native  land. 

Though  far  from  Montparnasse. 

April  5,  1931 
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MY  MALTESE  MAID  IN  ORAN 

Homeward  bound  from  the  scenes  of  war 

I  came  one  day  to  Oran; 
A  town  perched  high  like  a  star, 

Where  the  people  are  Ottoman, 

Jewish,  Christian,  and  Gypsy  clan; 
All  the  tribles  of  a  world  are  there 

That  ever  eye  of  man  did  scan,  — 
Back-wash  of  cities  near  and  far, 
Crooks  and  cut-throats  from  everywhere 

In  this  out-post  of  exiled  man. 

An  ancient  town  in  ancient  world, 
Is  that  high-flung  town  of  Oran, 

Where  Caesar  bold  his  flags  unfurled. 
Which  Alexander  ruled  for  a  span. 
Long  before  hordes  of  Ottoman 

In  robes  of  white  and  sandaled  feet, 
Were  the  hosts  of  dishonest  man 

Seeking  retreat  from  haunts  imperiled, 

In  this  City  where  Lost  Men  meet 
Neath  the  sway  of  the  Alcoran. 

High  above  Mediterranean  Coast 
Where  the  seas  are  a  coral  hue, 

Where  Ottoman  plays  at  Brigand  Host 
And  outlaws  will  fight  for  a  sou 
'  Mongst  the  devil's  own  residue; 

A  Maltese  maiden,  in  gay  bazaar, 
(Where  I'm  buying  a  helmet  blue) 

With  smiling,  velvet  eyes,  almost 

Made  me  forget  terrors  of  war 

And  the  anguish  that  I  came  through. 
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In  dreams  I  see  that  Maltese  maid 

With  deep  blush  on  her  olive  tan, 
Smiling  on  me  in  that  old  arcade, 

As  maids  did  since  the  world  began, 

Just  to  torture  poor  helpless  man. 
Of  other  lands  we  sing  and  boast. 

As  all  lovers  of  beauty  can; 
Give  me  the  maid  in  bazaaar  shade, 
My  dusky  rose  of  Barbary  Coast, 

Sweet  Maltese  Maid  of  Oran. 

—  Oran,  North  Africa,  May  17,  1919 
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IN  MEMORIAM 

Sit  tibi  terra  levis 

To  Edwin  Michael  Donohoe,  who  bore  the  brunt  of 
martial  battles  on  the  fields  of  France,  only  to  succumb 
to  an  insidious  collapse  in  the  aftermath,  these  lines  are 
dedicated. 

The  ways  of  God  are  deep,  indeed, 
And  sometimes  seem  so  dark 

That  Life  would  seem  a  broken  reed 
And  Death  a  stern  monarch; 

For  when  a  soul  from  flesh  is  freed 
We  fail  to  see  the  spark 

That  hastens  upward  to  the  Throne 
While  mortals  moan  in  pain, 

"  Blood  of  my  blood,  bone  of  my  bone, 
W^ere  all  my  hopes  in  vain. 

And  all  my  plans,  like  wreckage  blown 
Athwart  my  tortured  brain  ?  " 

To  every  life  a  poisoned  dart 

Of  bitterness  is  spun 
That  lodges  in  the  human  heart. 

Before  its  course  is  run. 
And  tears  the  bleeding  heart  apart 

With  agonies  that  stun. 

The  noblest  frame  that  ever  trod 

Was  at  a  pillar  scourged 
And  hung  above  a  ransomed  sod 

That  He  from  sin  had  purged; 
The  sun  in  shame  hid  from  his  God, 

And  into  night  was  merged  ! 

And  ever  since  a  pall  of  gloom 

Attends  each  parting  soul. 
As  Death  steals  in  like  a  bridgeroom 

And  takes  his  precious  toll; 
Then  Sorrow  waves  a  murky  plume 

And  friends  may  not  console  ! 
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No  more  shall  War-time's  bugle  call 
To  trenches  damp  and  bare, 

No  more  his  buoyant  footsteps  fall 
In  cadence  "  Over  there;  " 

But,  Memory  hangs  its  darkest  pall 
Around  a  vacant  chair. 

No  more  in  Argonne's  Forest  deep 
Shall  cannon  spurt  its  flame 

Where  shrinking  poppies  blushing  peep 
On  what  is  known  as  "  Fame,  " 

Where  Death  subdues  in  hallowed  sleep 
W^hat  foemen  fail  to  tame. 

The  River  Meuse  a  requiem  sings 

Between  its  winding  banks, 
A  mist  as  soft  as  seraph's  wings 

Floats  over  forest  danks. 
While  Hope,  that  soars  to  Heaven,  springs 

In  endless  odes  of  thanks. 

He  came  and  went,  defying  Death 
Where  Terrors  crept  in  stealth. 

His  shield  of  Glory  to  bequeath 
With  Valor  of  the  Celt, 

So  Freedom  dares  once  more  to  breathe 
Where  Truth  and  Honor  knelt. 

Hence,  no  lure  of  Mars'  attraction. 

Or  fiat  of  scheming  Czars, 
Shall  seduce  his  soul  to  action 

From  forts  beyond  the  stars 
To  resist  some  warlike  faction 

In  waging  selfish  wars. 

For  this  noble  soul  was  taken 

To  Heaven's  fair  expanse, 
Where  no  martial  sounds  can  waken 

Nor  trumpeter  of  France 
May  disturb  a  peace  partaken 

In  angelic  concordance. 

December  16,  1927.  18 


THE  CHRYSANTHEMUM'S  WHISPER 

To  Margaret: 

An  apology  for  giving  her  a  yellow  flower. 
A  little  maid  in  blooming  arbor,  — 
The  fairest  blossom  where 
Frail,  delicate  plants  find  harbor 
From  Winter's  biting  air, 
All  safe  beneath  a  roof  of  glass, 
Secure  from  vulgar  hand; 
The  cold  bleak  days  in  dreams  to  pass,  — 
Fair  Queen  of  Lotus  Land  ! 
A  yellow  chrysanthemum  I  bought, 
Not  knowing  what  it  said: 
Had  I  the  flower's  meaning  caught 
I  would  have  chosen  red. 
The  yellow  whispers  "  slighted  love  ", 
"  True  love  "  the  red  ones  say: 
That  teaching's  false,  and  let  me  prove 
That  "  language  "  all  astray. 
To  me  it  spoke  of  golden  hours. 
Of  Friendship's  golden  chain; 
Eloquent  are  those  golden  flowers. 
Their  language  all  too  plain. 
For  me  each  bloom  with  sweet  sunshine 
The  God  of  Nature  filled; 
'  Round  acheing  hearts  they  ever  twine. 
Their  perfume  there  is  spilled. 
So  while  they  whisper  listen  low 
To  what  those  flowers  say. 
In  perfumed  accents  down  each  row 
When  bowing  down  they  pray; 
For  flower  of  red  or  golden  hue 
Or  purple,  pink  or  white, 
A  message  sweet  will  leave  with  you. 
But  never  love  will  slight; 
For  each  a  child  of  God's  great  Love, 
To  love  will  lend  a  voice, 
Obedient  to  their  God  above; 
So  yellow  is  my  choice. 
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CONGRATULATIONS  ! 

{To  Mrs.  Margaret  Treanor,  on  hearing  of  the  birth  of  her 

child) 

On  Sunday  last  great  news  I  heard 

Of  your  extended  family  line; 
Each  friend  may  send  his  friendly  word, 

But  none  more  warm  than  mine. 
So  here's  my  wish  to  you  and  Bill, 

All  sincere  on  my  part,  — 
The  lass,  with  God's  grace,  comes  to  fill 

Her  hopeful  mother's  heart; 
This  human  bud  may  wax  and  bloom 

Into  such  blossom  rare, 
To  bring  you  sunshine  banish  gloom 

And  free  your  lives  from  care; 
I  trust  this  bud,  by  heaven  blown. 

Sheds  luster  on  your  name. 
And  that  the  lass,  when  woman  grown. 

Her  mother's  charms  may  claim: 
In  Mother's  footsteps  may  she  walk 

Where  Wisdom's  paths  have  lead. 
And  when  the  lassie  learns  to  talk. 

Her  tongue  be  not  mislead 
By  fickle  thought  or  selfish  cause 

To  harp  on  minor  chords. 
Or  seek  to  draw  the  fool's  applause 

With  flippant  flappers'  words. 
But  may  she  live  the  useful  life 

Of  women  proud  and  true, 
Who  face  the  worst  and  brave  the  strife 

And  worthy  aims  pursue. 
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RICHELIEU'S  HAT 

While  treading  in  dimness  and  dust 
The  chapels  that  line  Notre  Dame, 

Where  relic  and  portrait  and  bust 
The  greatness  of  heroes  proclaim; 

Where  patriot,  patron  and  priest 

Compete  for  world  honors  and  fame, 

There  hangs  on  the  wall  to  the  east 
A  trefoil  of  wine-colored  flame. 

Redeeming  the  drab  and  the  gray, 
With  centuries'  mould  to  combat. 

Three  bonnets  that  scorn  at  decay  — 
And  topmost  is  Richelieu's  hat; 

But  what  of  that  towering  mind, 

Where  passions  and  powers  once  sat  ? 

Is  this  all  the  man  left  behind, 
Does  nothing  remain  but  his  hat  ? 

Like  flaming  red  clouds  in  the  west. 
Aglow  where  a  sun  has  gone  down. 

Mid  splendors  that  were  his  bequest 
And  part  of  his  fleeting  renoun. 

O  no,  in  the  archives  of  Fame 

The  light  of  his  spirit  shines  through, 

Where  manhood  will  honor  his  name 
And  sing  of  the  great  Richelieu; 

It  lives  in  each  cycle  of  Time 
Where  tyrants  all  fear  his  fiat 

May  topple  their  thrones  in  the  slime 
'  Neath  the  spirit  of  Richelieu's  hat. 
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That  hat  that  went  flaunting  with  flags 

To  conquer  the  mighty  of  Spain, 
Beyond  the  bold  Pyrenees'  crags, 

Will  ever  immortal  remain; 

In  times  that  are  fiery  or  fair, 

Through  turbulent  epochs  of  chance, 

The  Cardinal's  hat  will  be  there 
The  pride  and  the  glory  of  France; 

An  emblem  of  courage  to  youth 

When  Fortune  sways  this  way  and  that, 

To  follow  with  Valor  and  Truth 
The  Spirit  of  Richelieu's  hat. 

—  Notre  Dame  de  Paris,  March  26,  1919. 
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ON  SAINT  PATRICK'S  DAY 

Smiles  of  gladness  fill  each  corner 

Of  each  distant  nook  on  earth, 
Which,  we  Irishmen,  will  garner 

Into  wreaths  of  Celtic  mirth; 
For  there's  cheer  in  every  meeting, 

There  is  sunshine  in  the  air; 
There  is  wholesome  joy  in  greeting, 

Mixed  with  laughter  everywhere; 
For  the  shamrock  bright  is  waving 

In  each  turban  and  caubeen 
Of  bold  Irish  boys  conclaving 

Beneath  banners  glorious  green  ! 

See  those  smile-lit,  wrinkled  faces 

That  have  weathered  storm  and  strife; 
Faltering  limbs  in  eager  paces 

Keeping  time  to  tune  of  fife. 
In  each  village  chapel  crowded 

Irish  hearts  and  souls  are  moved. 
As  their  Patron  Saint  is  lauded 

By  their  priesthood  well  beloved. 
Though  far  removed  from  Patrick's  time 

And  their  smiling,  saintly  sod. 
True  Irishmen  in  every  clime 

Love  Saint  Patrick  and  his  God  ! 

The  shamrock  wreath  the  eye  delights 

Decked  'round  that  Celtic  cross; 
While  peeping  forth  the  altar  lights 

Gleam  through  the  Irish  moss; 
Both  pulpit  and  high  organ  loft 

Are  gay  in  verdant  sheen. 
And  organ  peals  in  tone  so  soft, 

*'  The  Wearin'  O'  The  Green.  " 
In  my  veins  a  surge  is  creeping. 

For  some  distant  Celtic  strain 
Sends  an  ardent  urge  a  sweeping. 

Makes  me  Irish  once  again. 

23 


MARGUERITE  OF  LORAINE 

My  mind  returns  to  the  campaign; 
To  those  days  spent  in  Loraine. 
Near  grim  warfare's  bloody  school,  — 
To  weeks  I  spent  in  muddy  Toul. 
One  fair  creature  knew  1  there, 
Nifty,  neat  of  talents  rare; 
Charming,  coy  and  matchless  maid. 
Crowned  in  curls  of  dusky  shade; 
Oval  face,  like  cherub  sweet. 
Whereon  cloud  and  sunshine  meet. 

Dainty  formed,  of  sturdy  frame; 
Eyes  that  sparkled  jets  of  flame. 
Rosebud  lips  in  winsome  pout, 
Fresh  as  tulips  budding  out; 
Tempting  were  those  cherry  lips. 
Warm  as  wine  your  army  sips; 
Your  gay  laugh  would  mirth  diffuse, 
Like  the  ripples  on  the  Meuse. 
Pensive  brow,  so  broad  and  white. 
Denoting  character  of  height. 

Refined  raptures,  bubbling  bliss. 
Would  one  taste  in  such  a  kiss; 
Tiny  foot  of  sprightly  step. 
Dancing  'round  in  girlish  pep; 
Man  would  barter  crown  above, 
Forfeit  heaven  for  such  love. 
Your  chaste  likeness  daily  fills 
My  fond  heart  with  hopeless  thrills. 
Priceless  treasure,  glorious  girl; 
Rich  and  radiant  war-time  pearl. 
My  pen  to  boldness  here  inclines. 
For  she'll  never  see  those  lines. 
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STRAWBERRIES  FROM  AN  OLD  SWEETHEART 

Strawberries  !   Only  a  handful, 
You  mailed  in  a  snow-white  box  ! 
Only  a  few  in  a  land  full 
Where  ghost  of  our  love  ever  walks; 
Berries  that  glow  like  sands  full 
Of  fire  in  tropical  equinox. 
Strawberries  only,  they  tell  me, 
Crushed  by  some  careless  hand, 
As  men  of  the  market  may  sell  me,  — 
For  there's  no  one  to  understand. 

Strawberries  crushed  in  the  transit. 
Like  delicate  souls  in  strife; 
Raptures  and  longings  they  transmit 
Enchanting  my  celibate  life: 
Berries  redundant  of  sweetness. 
As  maiden  whose  virginal  charms. 
Shelter  themselves  in  discreetness 
When  Cupid  fair  Virtue  alarms, 
But  tender  their  bloom  in  completeness 
Sustained  in  connubial  arms. 

Strawberries,  emblems  of  sweetness, 

That  whisper  of  love  and  in  truth; 

As  Time  tip-toes  by  in  all  fleetness 

Well  knowing  how  fickle  is  youth. 

No  temptress  in  cardinal  raiment. 

Reclining  is  sensual  pose. 

Could  ever  provoke  such  a  payment 

As  your  ardent  berries  impose: 

At  last,  I  awake  in  amazement 

From  day-dreams  that  bring  no  repose. 
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Berries,  like  human  hopes  crushed  up, 
Remind  of  your  promise  untrue; 
Made  when  your  kisses  had  hushed  up 
All  my  misgivings  of  you. 
Strawberry  juices  like  blood  stains 
On  a  duelist  shrouded  in  white; 
Each  is  a  drop  that  my  heart  drains. 
While  tears  keep  a-dimming  my  sight. 
How  shall  I  treat  them  ?    Don't  ask  it, 
The  thing  sounds  so  dreadful  to  me  ! 
Drop  them  down  in  the  waste  basket, 
And  thank  my  sweet  stars  I  got  free. 


26 


THERE'S  ONLY  ONE  PETOSKEY 

There's  only  one  Petoskey 
When  the  dew  is  on  the  flowers 
Drenching  in  limpid  crystals 
The  robin's  nest  in  the  bowers; 
'Tis  the  home  of  happy  hours. 

There's  only  one  Petoskey 

When  the  noon-tide  sun  is  warm 

For  its  streets  serenely  shaded, 

Are  with  trees  of  stately  form, 

To  temper  summer  heat  and  winter  storm. 

There's  only  one  Petoskey 
When  the  day  draws  to  a  close. 
And  the  sun  sinks  in  its  splendors 
Where  Lake  Michigan  ebbs  and  flows 
And  a  lingering  farewell  bestows. 

There's  only  one  Petoskey 
For  the  charm  of  a  summer's  night, 
The  birds  now  rest  in  the  treetops 
And  the  moon  bathes  all  in  light, 
Flooding  the  spirit  in  calm  delight. 

There's  only  one  Petoskey, 
It's  on  Little  Traverse  Bay, 
In  an  atmosphere  of  happiness 
That  will  cheer  you  on  your  way, 
Where  dull  hearts  turn  lightsome  gay. 

So,  come  on  to  Petoskey  — 
See  the  children  romp  and  play  ! 
Join  with  them  in  their  merriment. 
With  those  spirits  blithe  in  play: 
Life  here  is  one  bright  summer's  day. 
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THE  VESPER  BELL 

{Dedicated  to  the  fVar-Mothers  whose  boys  did  not  return) 

The  Vesper  bell  is  ringing 

And  its  dulcet  monotone 
Seems  a  spirit  weirdly  winging, 
Swooping  low  in  circles  swinging 

Down  dim  distant  heights  unknown; 
A  message  to  me  bringing 
Chanting,  crooning,  wailing,  singing 
Of  dead  hopes  that  died  a-clinging 

To  the  harrassed  hearts  that  groan. 

The  Vesper  bell  is  pealing 

High  above  the  shadows  brown. 

And  its  plaintive  tone  appealing 

Bears  a  message  sharp  revealing 
In  its  note  so  wafted  down. 

Brings  a  story  full  of  feeling. 

Tells  of  mothers  bent  in  kneeling, 

In  each  heart  a  sword  concealing  — 
On  each  head  a  martyr's  crown. 


Note.  These  verses  were  written  in  the  twilight  near  the  cathedral  at 
Toul,  France,  Sunday  evening  following  the  Armistice,  Nov. 
17,  1918. 
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TO  GRANDMA  IN  HEAVEN 

The  Christmas  tree  stands  in  its  place, 

Our  home  is  flushed  with  light; 
Yet,  home  without  your  kindly  face 

Will  never  seem  so  bright 
As  when  you  lived  to  share  our  joys 

And  banish  childish  care, — 
You're  missed  among  your  girls  and  boys. 

We  miss  you  everywhere. 

But  God  in  heaven  must  have  sent 

For  Grandma  dear  to  share 
His  banquet,  so  our  grandma  went 

Right  up  the  Golden  Stair; 
The  Holy  Child's  birthday  had  come, 

His  banquet  must  be  served, 
An  Angel  bore  our  grandma  home; 

A  crown  for  her  reserved. 

So,  Grandma  spent  her  Christmas  Day 

In  Heaven's  Banquet  Hall, 
And  heaven's  not  so  far  away 

From  children  weak  and  small: 
And  far  more  near  it  seems  to  be 

When  Christmas  tapers  burn, 
While  bells  that  ring  out  far  and  free 

Tell  children  not  to  mourn. 

Those  stars  that  twinkle  in  delight 

Are  God's  footlights  you  see. 
Where  souls  that  reach  celestial  heights 

Meet  'round  His  Christmas  tree; 
A  Christmas  tree  must  sure  be  found 

Behind  those  Golden  Gates, 
Where  God's  good  children  romp  around 

And  angel-throng  awaits. 
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And  there,  the  Father  of  us  all, 

Sits  with  that  happy  band; 
The  babe  that  once  lay  in  a  stall 

Is  there  at  His  Right  Hand  ! 
And  now  the  infant  Jesus  leads 

Those  children  to  His  tree. 
And  for  each  childish  wish  He  pleads 

Before  His  Father's  knee. 

I'm  sure  you'll  find  my  Grandma  there 

Beyond  the  bright  blue  skies. 
Around  her  saints  and  angels  fair 

With  God  in  Paradise; 
For  Jesus  had  a  "  Grandma,  "  too, 

When  He  took  form  of  man, 
And  loved  her  as  a  child  must  do  — 

She  was  the  Good  Saint  Ann. 
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THE  SHORES  OF  QUEENSTOWN 

{As   glimpsed  in   1918:    En   route   to   the  World  War  in 
France. ) 

I  saw  the  shores  of  Queenstown, 

As  seen  from  transport  ships; 
Its  ancient  turrets  huddled  down 
In  mists  as  soft  as  thistle-down, 

That  blotted  out  their  tips. 
(In  that  one  glimpse  of  Queenstown 

My  Irish  soul  awoke  !) 
Its  low-hung  bluffs  of  tawny  brown 
All  seemed  to  wear  an  anxious  frown 

Which  tragedy  bespoke  ! 

I  saw  the  shores  of  Queenstown 

Stretch  beneath  a  troubled  sky 
Of  airships  whirring  up  and  down, 
In  head-long  stunts  like  circus  clown. 

Where  larks  were  wont  to  fly. 
I  looked  on  Irish  waters  where 

Great  swarms  of  cruisers  gray 
The  war-time  submarines  would  dare, 
And  signs  of  warfare  everywhere 

My  startled  eyes  would  stray. 

I  saw  the  shores  of  Queenstown 

Recede  before  my  view; 
A  blood-red  sun,  like  martyr's  crown 
With  crimson  disc,  was  glancing  down 

On  a  warring  world  askew. 
In  that  first  look  on  Ireland, 

Perhaps,  the  last  for  me, 
I  longed  to  serve  my  Sireland, 
In  No-Man's-Land,  in  a  dire  land 

Beyond  a  mine-strewn  sea  ! 
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Where  crops  of  little  crosses  gray 

Have  sprung  up  in  the  wheat, 
To  mark  grim  losses  day  by  day 
And  teach  us  in  their  silent  way 

What  we,  perhaps,  shall  meet, 
When  tortured  Truth  has  hallowed 

Bold  Valor's  dauntless  shield, 
And  bomb  of  gas  and  steel  explode 
Mid  poppies  nodding  'neath  a  load 

Of  crimson  stain  to  yield. 

Where  Irish  brain  and  brawn  and  worth 

Have  fought,  and  paid  the  price 
To  free  the  land  that  gave  them  birth, 
The  dearest,  fairest  land  on  earth, 

They  tossed  and  lost  the  dice  ! 
But,  anon  !   A  reborn  Queenstown, 

With  old-time  Celtic  name  ! 
Once  more  a  seaport  of  renown, 
Where  fleets  of  trading  ships  come  down; 

Restored  to  ancient  fame  ! 
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"  THE  SPIRIT  OF  ST.  LOUIS  " 

"  And  darkness  was  on  the /ace  of  the  deep, 

and  the  Spirit  moved  over  the  waters." 

—  Genesis,  Chapter  I,  Verse  II. 

Sailing  high  in  storm-swept  sky 

Of  winds  and  frozen  hail, 
A  reckless  youth  of  eagle  eye 

Pursues  his  trackless  trail; 
Suspended  mid-way  in  the  gloom 

Where  watery  waste  divides 
East  from  West;  where  icebergs  loom 

Like  floating  mountain  sides. 

The  winds  in  fury  smote  his  plane, 

That  dared  to  brave  their  breath, 
For  he  who  rides  their  wild  domain 

Must  take  his  chance  with  Death; 
His  manhood  now  is  called  to  war 

With  Elements  in  wrath; 
Alone,  so  far,  and  not  a  star 

To  light  that  lonesome  path. 

While  millions  drank  the  cup  of  joy 

A  mother  vigil  kept, 
Her  heart  went  battling  with  her  boy 

While  Night  in  anguish  crept; 
In  wakeful  dreams  she  saw  him  fight 

Along  his  troubled  course. 
The  fogs  that  hung  about  his  flight 

Were  curtains  on  his  hearse. 
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Was  ever  Youth  and  Valor  known 

To  face  such  fearful  odds, 
Into  the  teeth  of  Furies  blown 

To  battle  with  their  gods  ? 
For  Snow  and  Fog  and  Wind  and  Hail 

Conspire  in  fiendish  horde 
To  mobilize  and  then  assail 

This  freakish  Humming  Bird. 

The  howling  winds  in  anger  fought 

His  daring  flight  to  stay, 
The  fuming  ocean  wildly  sought 

To  claim  him  as  its  prey; 
As  all  night  long  the  battle  waged 

Against  his  fearless  soul, 
The  fiends  of  fury  'round  him  raged 

But  failed  to  win  control  ! 

The  storm  subsides,  the  sea  is  cowed, 

And  Nature  bows  to  Man, 
Who  still  undaunted  sails  as  proud 

As  when  the  flight  began; 
The  Sea  and  Winds  now  grumble  low 

Unto  the  gaping  Dawn, 
"  A  thing  that  swims  in  fog  and  snow 

Must  be  the  Devil's  spawn  !  " 

The  Wakened  Morn  now  smiling  said, 

"  This  creature  known  as  '  Man  ', 
In  every  Age  has  thought  and  lead 

The  World's  long  caravan  ; 
He  always  lends  to  Fancy  wings 

To  grasp  the  gifts  of  God; 
His  magic  mind  makes  sterile  things 

Bloom  forth  as  Aaron's  Rod,  " 
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Now  the  air  brings  balm  of  Eden, 

The  sea  has  lost  its  frown, 
And  from  distant  fiords  of  Sweden 

A  fawning  wind  comes  down: 
Aye,  the  breezes  from  his  Sireland 

Would  cool  his  throbbing  mind, 
But  he  sights  the  crags  of  Ireland 

And  leaves  the  winds  behind  ! 

Now  is  Merry  England  under, 

And  here's  the  Channel  Ports, 
And  across  the  waters  yonder 

Are  Cherbroug's  massive  forts  ! 
He  skims  the  meads  of  Normandy 

As  twilight  shadows  fall, 
And  perfumes  blown  from  Picardy 

His  childhood  dreams  recall. 

As  onward  rushing  through  the  dark 

He  sweeps  the  drowsy  plain; 
A  rocket  spurting  lurid  spark 

Reveals  to  him  the  Seine; 
He  wonders  what  his  mother  thinks  — 

Perhaps  she  still  may  hope  ? 
When  glare  of  Paris  "  Welcome  "  blinks 

Right  through  his  periscope; 

A  turning  light  with  flaming  shield 

Proclaims  his  course  is  run 
And  guides  him  to  Le  Bourget's  Field 

And  honors  bravely  won 
"  Bravo,  Lindbergh  !  "   All  France  salutes 

Your  Conquest  of  the  Air  ! 
The  World  responds  with  proud  tributes 

That  echo  everywhere. 

Written  on  Sunday  evening,  May  22,  1927,  after  reading   of   the 
thrilling  and  turbulent  reception  at  Le  Bourget  the  previous  night. 
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AN  ARGUMENT  FOR  LOVE 

Some  claim  that  Life  is  just  a  game  of  chance, 

Fate  tempting  Fortune  in  a  losing  deal; 
Time  the  old  croupier,  of  stern  frozen  glance. 

Sneers  at  such  follies  behind  his  turning  wheel. 
Life  without  Love  makes  the  road  lone  and  dark; 

Men  and  women  groping  in  deserts  full  of  care, 
All  aim  at  random  and  few  hit  the  mark 

But  go  down  in  battles  in  anguish  and  despair. 

I  claim  that  Life  holds  its  moments  of  bliss. 

Its  pleasures  and  raptures  to  seize  in  my  turn; 
Your  smile  that  entrances,  your  amorous  kiss 

That  thrills  as  it  trembles  on  soft  lips  that  burn; 
Your  arms  smooth  as  satin,  my  one  port  of  hopes; 

Your  perfume,  like  poppies,  that  lulls  me  to  dreams 
Where  Love  binds  in  fetters  of  soft  silken  ropes 

By  moon-light  that  pales  in  a  love-light  that  gleams. 

But  dreams  all  will  vanish  —  that  end  comes  too  soon 

The  long  years  of  waiting  —  A  love  of  two  days  — 
Tonight  how  I  miss  you  !    The  light  of  the  moon 

Mocks  at  my  sadness  with  bright  glaring  rays. 
The  moon  in  its  cycle  will  come  back  again, 

It  fades  and  it  changes  but  ever  it  returns; 
Days  spent  without  you  are  days  spent  in  vain  — 

Far  from  your  presence  my  heart  sadly  yearns. 
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TO  LAST  YEAR'S  VALENTINE 

Perhaps  'tis  blunt  this  dart  of  mine 

Sent  forth  in  storm  and  snows, 
To  my  once  darling  Valentine,  — 

My  blooming,  tempting  rose; 
And  as  the  rose  attracts  the  bee. 

Some  other  bee  now  sips 
The  honey  sweet  once  sipped  by  me. 

Like  nectar,  from  those  lips 
Passionate  pressed,  and  burning  warm 

Whose  urgings  mixed  with  mine, 
And  swept  me  off  as  in  a  storm. 

Those  kisses  of  Valentine. 

Yet,  other  roses  nod  and  blush 

And  fragrance  sweet  exale; 
I'll  seek  some  other  blooming  bush 

In  some  rose-laden  dale; 
And  what  care  I  if  other  bees 

Have  reached  their  virgin  hearts, 
Then  floated  off  on  vagrant  breeze 

To  sip  in  other  parts. 
For  Love  and  Youth  will  caper 

And  turn  the  head  like  wines, 
For  hearts  are  not  made  from  paper 

Like  the  ones  on  Valentines. 
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A  Tribute  to 
OUR  JUBILARIAN 

June  29,  1927 

This  is  our  pastor's  silver  feast, 

Father  Berkery's  Jubilee; 
Our  hats  are  off  to  a  saintly  priest, 

To  honor  our  souls'  trustee; 
In  filial  pride  we  wish  him  well, 

May  his  years  be  long  and  fair, 
Heaven's  peace  like  a  tonsure  dwell, 

A  seal  on  his  silver  hair. 

A  bird  to  his  warbling  neighbor 

Piped  a  silvery  note  at  dawn, 
The  dew  in  a  sparkling  vapor 

Lay  in  silver  upon  the  lawn, 
A  cloud  adrift  in  aerial  space 

Sails  'round  like  a  silver  barque; 
Last  night's  moon  had  a  silver  face. 

Each  star  was  a  silver  spark; 

A  silver  fog,  like  incense  serene, 

Crept  in  like  a  silver  ghost. 
While  Nature  slept  in  a  silver  screen 

And  over  the  midnight  tossed 
A  God-sent,  nebulous,  silver  ray; 

Creation  obeyed  the  hint 
Presaging  the  silver  holiday. 

And  reflected  its  silver  tint. 

A  guardian  angel  saw  and  smiled. 

And  flecked  with  a  silver  wing 
The  drowsy  lid  of  each  dreaming  child. 

And  wakened  the  world  to  sing; 
The  nodding  tree-tops  murmured  low 

To  the  rosebush  on  the  wall, 
The  sun  was  a  roseate  cameo 

Animating  the  festival. 
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Throngs  surge  in  from  near  and  far 

Into  our  House  of  Prayer. 
They  come  by  train  and  motor  car 

This  glorious  feast  to  share; 
The  railroad  man  forsakes  the  road, 

The  miller  leaves  the  mill, 
The  legal  man  deserts  his  code, 

The  writer  drops  his  quill. 

Come  trusty  friends,  of  early  date, 

From  Bergen  and  Le  Roy, 
In  happy  groups  to  celebrate 

And  wish  our  hero  joy; 
From  Middleport  to  Buffalo, 

From  all  around  the  state. 
Come  sturdy  friends  of  long  ago 

Unto  our  welcome  gate. 

South  Byron  friends  could  not  forget 

Those  years  he  toiled  with  love. 
They've  come  to  pay  a  moral  debt. 

Their  friendship  best  to  prove. 
Today  our  own  proud  parish  claims 

His  name  upon  its  scroll, 
And  proudly  to  a  world  proclaims 

Deep  faith  in  his  control. 

Yes,  every  spot  our  hero  trod 
Some  noble  tale  could  tell. 
Of  man  devoted  to  his  God 

Who  served  his  people  well. 
In  modest  hamlet,  burg  or  town, 
This  pious  man  has  wrought 
To  salvage  manhood  carried  down. 
And  upward  turned  his  thought. 
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Our  church  is  rich  in  scent  of  flowers, 

That  waft  in  languid  grace, 
Their  soft  perfume  from  anchored  bowers 

That  fill  each  hallowed  space; 
The  children  all,  in  dainty  white, 

Their  votive  baskets  bear. 
And  formed  in  rows  on  left  and  right. 

To  scatter  blossoms  there; 

Along  the  aisle,  in  colors  bright. 

Those  tender  petals  fall, 
They  seem  to  join  in  accents  light 

The  silent  prayers  of  all; 
In  every  soul  is  holy  peace, 

As  kneeling  crowds  attest 
From  the  "  Gloria  in  Excelsis  !  " 

To  the  "  Ite  Missa  est.  " 

In  raptures  rise  our  voices  high 

To  hail  our  princely  priest, 
We  pray  his  joys  will  multiply, 

God  send  him  peace  increased; 
And  now  we  carry  to  our  homes 

This  soul-felt  ecstacy, 
A  state  of  mind  that  well  becomes 

This  silver  jubilee. 

This  glorious  day  will  long  remain 

A  treasure  dear  to  all. 
Until  we  meet  in  God's  Domain 

In  answer  to  His  Call; 
When  each  shall  meet  a  just  reward 

Conceived  in  God's  great  love, 
Where  we  trust  beneath  His  Standard 

We'll  meet  our  priest  above. 
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THE  SENTINEL  OF  SPA 

{A  Ballad  of  Armistice  Night) 
We  met  as  comrades  of  the  war 

In  old  France  one  night; 
His  face  was  seamed  with  battle's  scar 

Of  some  olden  fight: 
He  sat  and  sipped  his  purple  wine 

With  an  eager  quaff, 
While  soldiers  freed  from  discipline 

Raised  a  taunting  laugh; 
He  paused  surprised  on  hearing  French 

From  a  kahki-clad, 
Then  like  a  comrade  of  the  trench 

Smiled  his  welcome  glad. 

He  sat  and  drank  his  purple  wine, 

Me  my  cafe  noire; 
The  age  he  gave  as,  fifty-nine, 

Matched  his  silver  hair; 
He  sat  and  spoke  in  simple  word 

Of  his  humble  home, 
Where  he  would  go  and  hang  his  sword 

Like  some  bloody  poem,  — 
Its  tale  to  tell  to  those  unborn, 

On  some  distant  day. 
That  they  might  feel  in  shame  and  scorn 

His  conduct  at  Spa  ! 

I  sat  and  mused  in  deep  concern 

What  his  guilt  might  be; 
And  this  his  mind  did  soon  discern, 

Then  began  his  plea: 
"  No  traitor's  heart  hides  in  my  coat, 

France  I  love  too  well  ! 
No  coward's  plot  nor  scheme  remote 

In  my  brain  could  dwell; 
Through  forty  years  of  hazard  grave 

Followed  I  her  flag. 
Those  medals,  won  in  action  brave. 

Flaunt  no  empty  brag  ! 
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He  drank,  yet  spoke  in  sober  tone, 

In  an  earnest  voice. 
His  words  they  reach  my  ear  alone; 

Others  leave  from  choice, 
And  march  right  jauntly  to  the  door. 

Glancing  back  with  winks, 
As  if  such  tale  they  heard  before 

Spiced  in  potent  drinks, 
But  gay  female,  in  basque  of  lace. 

Bade  me  listen  on 
Till  teeming  tale  he  told  apace 

With  his  wine  was  done; 

Then  he  arose  and  said,  "  Bon  soire  !  ", 

Pulling  on  his  cloak, 
He  left  us  there  for  God  knows  where 

With  a  parting  joke; 
A  dauntless  grin  his  face  did  mask. 

Feigning  cheerful  guise, 
All  alone  the  girl  in  the  basque 

Smiles  with  tearful  eyes. 
It  must  have  been  some  wild  nightmare, 

Else  his  tale  be  true  — 
The  story  which  he  told  me  there 

I'll  pass  on  to  you: 

This  brave  man,  from  sheer  devotion 

To  his  native  land, 
Tossed  his  chances  for  promotion 

To  some  younger  hand. 
Claiming  he  was  lacking  knowledge 

To  command  for  France  — 
Logic  learned  in  martial  college 

Must  mark  Time's  advance. 
Now  the  Marshal's  high  commanding 

Bids  him  not  say  "  Nay  ", 
So  we  find  him  proudly  standing 

Sentinel  of  Spa. 
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Twenty  miles  from  German  border, 

Near  old  town  of  Spa, 
Guardmg  road  in  martial  order, 

Scanning  wild  vista; 
There  he  stood,  a  soldier  splendid, 

Watching  through  the  night; 
Should  they  come,  then  war  is  ended  — 

Peace  at  last  in  sight. 
Patient,  proud  and  stern  he  waited 

Sight  of  German  car; 
Plenipotents  damned  and  hated, 

Craftly  lords  of  war  ! 

They  would  come  in  martial  power 

Flag  of  truce  in  hand, 
Halt  and  wilt  and  cringe  and  cower 

At  his  sharp  command; 
They  should  pause  and  grovel  weakly 

'  Neath  his  frozen  glance. 
Bow  their  arrogance  down  meekly 

To  a  Son  of  France. 
Thus  he  mused  while  slyly  drinking 

Of  his  canteen  wine. 
All  his  drunken  fancies  linking 

Ghostly  shapes  in  line. 

I've  no  doubt  but  you  remember 

What  a  night  it  was 
On  that  Tenth  night  of  November  ? 

Fiend  with  devil-claws 
Painted  skies  with  inky  pitches, 

Tint  of  evil  hand; 
Such  a  night  as  ghost  and  witches 

Dance  a  saraband; 
Raging  night  of  wind  and  dampness, 

Dank  with  surging  mist, 
Hung  with  shadows  deep  and  lampless 

Frame  for  evil  tryst  ! 
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Backward  then  his  thoughts  are  turning 

To  his  tortured  France, 
Where  ten  million  fires  are  burning 

Valiant  vigilance, 
There  to  light  the  troopers  coming 

Back  to  home  and  kin; 
In  such  glare  and  flare  becoming 

Freedom  walks  again  ! 
All  the  brutish  fighting  ended, 

Foemen  sue  for  peace; 
Olive  branch  now  comes  extended 

Begging  war  surcease. 

People  war-worn,  awed  and  silent, 

Praying  for  good  news, 
After  long  years  stained  in  violent 

Crimson  gory  hues; 
Matrons  meet  and  whisper  fearless 

On  each  village  square; 
Maidens  hollow-eyed  and  tearless. 

Casting  piteous  stare 
Towards  Eastern  low  horizon, 

Aweful  shell-swept  front. 
Where  men  fight  in  gas  of  poison 

Deadly  battle's  brunt. 

Orphan  tots  in  chapel  praying. 

Each  of  tiny  size, 
All  with  anxious  hearts  portraying 

Terror  in  their  eyes; 
Helpless  children  there  assemble 

Near  some  cave  voute,  — 
How  those  baby  lips  do  tremble 

Fearing  birds  of  prey 
Sailing  by  on  rings  of  powder, 

Dropping  bomb  of  flame. 
While  great  guns  keep  barking  louder 

Bold  in  deadly  aim  ! 
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You,  who  rant  of  martial  glory, 

Snug  in  swivel  chair. 
Might  be  telling  truer  story. 

Making  facts  compare. 
Had  you  been  in  line  of  battle 

During  sharp  advance, 
Held  your  life  as  country's  chattel. 

Pawn  in  game  of  chance. 
Food  for  cannon,  tool  for  power. 

Prop  for  gilded  dome; 
Butt  of  craven  minds  that  cower 

Safe  in  distant  home  ! 

He,  who  writes  of  war-time  hero. 

Little  understands 
How  it  feels  in  "Hour  of  Zero", 

When  the  stern  commands 
Bellowed  there  in  blind  bravado, 

Minions  to  compell; 
Turning  loose  war's  wild  tornado 

On  the  wings  of  hell; 
For  his  pen  would  blot  in  anguish 

Smearing  blood  and  tears; 
All  his  rage  would  drown  and  vanish 

Fast  in  flood  of  fears. 

Thus  it  is  some  souls  grow  bitter 

Towards  profteers. 
In  whose  stolen  diamonds  glitter 

Glint  of  orphan  tears; 
In  his  pudgy  features  flaunting 

Gross  inhuman  strain; 
In  whose  wealth  and  rank  and  vaunting 

Lurks  a  crimson  stain : 
As  their  gold  is  are  they  yellow, 

Like  a  bloated  sore 
Leaves  its  stain  on  leperous  pillow. 

Dregs  of  putrid  core. 
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Sounds  like  souls  of  dead  men  calling 

Steal  upon  his  ears, 
And  his  memory  starts  recalling 

Legend  of  Algiers: 
How  the  soldiers  soul  in  fleeting 

From  the  battle-field 
Spends  itself  in  vain  intreating 

Heaven's  doors  to  yield, 
That  the  spirit  paths  will  follow 

To  a  weird  domain, 
To  that  limbo  called  "  Valhalla  ", 

Long  for  to  remain. 

To  Algiers,  that  out-law  region, 

One  day  went  away. 
There  to  join  the  Foreign  Legion, 

A  brother,  Desiree; 
This  young  fellow  long  forgotten 

By  his  friends  of  youth, 
Not  so  with  the  first  begotten, 

Who  knew  all  the  truth 
Of  his  brother's  rash  deserting 

Country,  home  and  flag. 
Boldly  foeman's  cause  asserting 
Like  a  fighting  stag. 

Now  a  mad  and  marching  mirage 

Weirdly  comes  in  view; 
Phantom  squad  on  phantom  portage. 

Some  of  them  he  knew; 
Here's  the  Bosch  he  slew  at  Chalon 

Fighting  hand  and  hand, 
Next,  his  cousin  shot  at  Verdun 

Heads  a  little  band; 
Gaunt  they  come  to  ghastly  labor 

Wrought  among  the  dead. 
Each  to  fight  a  ghostly  neighbor 

Lifts  a  ghostly  head. 
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Weird  Valhalla,  haunt  and  harbor 

Of  the  soldier  slain 
In  the  heat  of  battle's  ardor, 

Bearing  brand  of  Cain; 
Towering  tall  and  vaulted  vastly, 

Phantom  Limbo  gray 
Raises  rambling,  gaping  ghastly; 

Perhaps,  Desiree 
In  the  ghostly  wild  procession 

Made  of  human  clods. 
For  his  foolish,  blind  transgression 

Marches  in  those  squads  ? 

A  flag*  with  golden  bumblebees 

Verdant,  silken  flits. 
Waves  and  floats  on  tumbled  breeze 

As  on  Austerlitz; 
Eagle-eyed,  on  snow-white  charger, 

Terror  of  Mankind, 
He  whose  aims  were  even  larger 

Than  his  mighty  mind; 
Whose  Corsican,  lofty  forehead 

Wore  a  monarch's  crown. 
Whose  bold  brow  in  battles  torrid 

Froze  in  fearful  frown. 

Then,  at  once,  the  shadows  lifted, 

Like  a  curtain  dark. 
And,  behold,  in  clouds  so  rifted. 

Shades  of  Joan  of  Arc  ! 
Long  ago  that  voice  was  swaying 

Armies  at  Orleans, 
Here  she  warns  by  gently  straying 

Over  martial  scenes: 
"  One  of  God's  commandments  given 

Was,  '  Thou  shalt  not  kill  ', 
He  will  lead  us  on  to  heaven 

If  we  do  His  Will". 

Napoleon's  battle  flag  was  of  green  silk  with    a  cluster   of  golden 
bumblebees. 
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Then  a  numbness  fills  his  being, 

Tears  rush  to  his  eyes; 
Quickly  all  those  visions  fleeing, 

Forms  in  ghostly  guise, 
Swallowed  up  in  gulf  of  darkness 

In  those  haunted  lands: 
Facing  facts  in  all  their  starkness, 

Reeling  there  he  stands  — 
Then  a  voice  of  cool  politeness 

Sounds  as  from  afar  — 
And  a  spotlight  blinds  with  brightness 

From  the  German  car  ! 

Now,  his  scattered  senses  grasping, 

Raising  up  his  sleeve. 
And  in  voice  so  weak  and  rasping, 

Mumbles  out,  "  Qui  Vive  ?  ". 
There  he  stands  like  something  crazy, 

Sadly  out  of  place. 
While  the  foeman's  eyes  grow  hazy 

Staring  in  his  face. 
Now,  with  poise  forgotten  outright. 

Finds  no  words  to  say. 
For  that  Bosch,  there  in  the  spotlight, 

Is  Brother  Desiree  ! 

All  his  hate  is  now  forgotten 

In  this  sudden  jar, 
For  that  brother  last  begotten 

Guides  the  German  car  ! 
In  his  hands  a  paper  holding 

To  his  brother's  gaze, 
Which  his  streaming  eyes  beholding 

Sees  as  in  a  maize; 
Such  a  look  they  give  each  other 

Full  of  pain  and  love. 
Yet,  no  brother  claims  his  brother 

Fearing  such  a  move. 
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Thet  met  as  foemen  of  the  war 

Up  at  Spa  that  night, 
The  younger  in  the  German  car, 

War  lords  on  his  right: 
Now,  each  may  sip  his  sparkling  wine 

At  his  own  foyer, 
And  when  the  family  sits  to  dine. 

Tells  this  tale  of  Spa. 
Perhaps  'twas  but  a  drunken  mind 

On  which  fancy  drew. 
This  story,  which  he  left  behind, 

Have  I  given  you. 
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OMNIA  VINCIT  AMOR 

{A  Legend  of  Saint  Gertrude) 

The  Princess  Gertrude  was  loved  by  a  knight, 

But  the  fair  Gertrude  had  so  saintly  a  soul, 
It  lacked  but  the  wings  of  good  angels  bright 

For  a  transit  to  heaven,  her  aim  and  goal. 
So  the  convent's  calm  gave  a  safe  retreat, 

Safe  from  all  love  in  the  love  of  The  Lord: 
The  knight,  in  the  slough  of  an  amorous  heat, 

Dalleyed  around  like  a  weak  wounded  bird. 

Now,  the  devil  so  hated  those  convent  walls. 

For  the  scenes  behind  lay  so  quiet  and  cool, 
So  sharp  a  contrast  to  his  fiery  halls 

That  circled  the  brimstone  aflame  in  his  pool. 
The  looks  of  those  grounds  he  never  could  stand, 

Where  never  a  scheme  of  his  would  take  root; 
So,  driving  his  pitchfork  deep  in  the  sand, 

He  stomped  about  on  his  old  cloven  foot. 

Then  the  love-lorn  knight  came  by  in  a  dream, 

Talking  aloud  like  a  poor  love-sick  boy; 
And  the  devil's  eye  caught  a  devilish  gleam. 

To  his  calloused  heart  came  a  throb  of  joy, 
"  Poor  youth  of  the  honest  and  anguished  face, 

Tell  me  the  troubles  with  love  you  have  had; 
My  mission  is  helping  the  human  race, 

Their  heavy  hearts  I  alone  can  make  glad  ". 

As  the  guileless  heart  of  our  honest  knight 

Knew  not  the  snare  nor  the  base  purpose  vile. 
It  poured  out  its  tale  of  sad  hopeless  plight 

And  saw  not  the  sneer  that  hid  in  the  smile. 
With  helpless  stare  in  his  eyes  of  brown. 

As  giving  a  doleful  shake  to  his  head, 
"  I  loved  with  a  love  that  never  will  down, 

If  she  ever  loved  me  her  love  is  dead  ". 
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Ah  !  here  was  a  soul  he  readily  could  win, 

As  willing  a  dupe  as  old  Mother  Eve; 
So  turning  his  back  to  conceal  his  grin, 

The  devil  now  snickers  right  up  his  sleeve, 
Then  turning  about  more  boldly  to  claim, 

"  So  holy  a  love  could  never  grow  cold, 
Bound  in  a  cloister  it  never  grows  lame 

But  shatters  its  fetters  as  it  grows  bold  ". 

"  Her  love  may  be  dormant  but  never  has  died, 

And  Time  only  ripens  the  heart  of  a  maid  ". 
The  old  devil  lied,  and  knew  that  he  lied, 

For  lying  is  a  part  of  the  devil's  trade. 
He  drew  from  his  tunic  an  asbestos  scroll, 

A  pen  dipped  in  poison  all  ready  to  sign, 
"  Give  me  a  seven-year  lien  on  your  soul  — 

The  lady  is  yours  then —  your  soul  is  mine  ". 

The  scroll  is  indited,  the  fiend  sneaks  away; 

Seven  years  unfold  and  bring  little  change, 
Gertrude,  now  an  abbess,  in  kneeling  to  pray. 

Senses  a  danger  of  pending  peril  strange: 
Saint  John  of  the  Gospels,  of  prophetic  tongue, 

Seems  to  draw  closer  to  warn  of  dire  fate,  — 
To  point  to  a  trap  there,  ready  to  be  sprung 

On  a  pawn  that  is  forfeit  on  this  dreadful  date. 

She  summons  the  sisters,  bids  them  to  prayer. 

Mindful  of  date  and  cycled  run  of  years. 
For  tidings  of  the  fate,  now  hanging  on  a  hair, 

From  sources  mysterious  have  come  to  her  ears. 
There's  a  votive  vase,  on  high  altar  there. 

Containing  an  essence  of  sweetest  perfume 
From  delicate  drops  of  some  rosebuds  rare, 

Distilled  in  the  springtime  from  blushes  of  bloom. 
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The  small  chubby  hands  of  a  toddling  child 

Caught  them  in  the  depths  of  a  cool  forest  glade, 
With  baby  prayers,  lisped  in  accents  so  mild, 

At  the  Shrine  of  Our  Lady  trustingly  laid. 
Gertrude  takes  the  vase,  holds  it  in  her  hand, 

Pale  is  her  face  yet  betrays  not  her  fears, 
"  Pray  on  my  sisters  ",  in  low,  cool  command  — 

But  in  that  votive  vase  she  drops  some  tears. 

Boldly  she  marches  right  out  the  convent  gate, 

And  bravely  she  waits  the  hour  of  his  doom; 
The  moments  drag  by  that  end  up  his  fate. 

The  sunshine  above  her  seems  laden  with  gloom; 
Slowly  she  paces,  now  up  and  down  the  walk, 

The  vase  with  its  contents  now  hides  in  her  cloak; 
Her  heart  beats  aloud.    At  the  stroke  of  the  clock 

Two  men  approach  her;  then  one  word  she  spoke. 

One  word,  a  whisper,  commanding  the  youth: 

The  fiend  edges  closer;  the  nun  steps  between: 
"  Drink  !  ",  and  raising  her  vase  in  a  hand  that  forsooth 

Shakes  like  a  lily  while  her  face  is  serene,  — 
Too  quick  for  the  devil  —  he  drinks  of  the  draft 

And  changes  that  moment  all  defiant  of  tryst; 
The  fiend,  dumbfounded,  outdone  in  his  craft, 

Slinks  off  in  terror  to  vanish  in  mist. 

Here  ends  the  legend  —  our  little  tale  is  done: 

Prayers  and  flowers,  given  God  by  a  tot. 
Blends  in  their  sweetness  with  tears  of  a  nun 

To  beat  the  very  devil  and  frustrate  his  plot; 
Tears  that  are  holy  and  souls  that  are  pure 

Curb  evil  forces  of  this  monstrous  fraud; 
Sorcery  Infernal  with  Virtue  can't  conjure 

Nor  combat  the  prowers  of  a  child's  prayer  to  God. 
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TO  LITTLE  PEG  O'  MY  HEART 

The  name  that  she  claims  is  "  O'Donnell  ", 
Her  years  they  are  tender,  —  but  four, 
I  know  the  sweet  lass  will  come  on  well, 
Choice  blessings  for  her  are  in  store. 
Her  eyes  sparkle  joy  of  the  heavens, 
Her  cheeks  match  the  roses  of  June; 
While  her  hair  has  the  tint  of  the  raven, 
Her  laugh  runs  to  musical  tune; 

A  little  red  hat,  like  a  poppy. 
Goes  bobbing  where  ever  she  goes, 
What  cares  she  if  weather  be  sloppy 
And  winds  try  to  tickle  her  nose  ? 

Now,  listen,  those  babby  lips  prattle,  — 
They're  crooning  an  old  Irish  song. 
As  fairies  may  lilt  in  a  castle 
While  brooding  on  old  Erin's  wrong. 
So;  God  bless  you,  Peggie  O'Donnell, 
Wherever  your  footsteps  may  tread; 
The  cherub,  I  hope  will  come  on  well  — 
My  blessings  I'll  lay  on  her  head  ! 
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GLORY  SUFFICIENT 

'^ Put  my  name  in  the  heart  of  a  child" 

Padraic  Pearce. 

Not  in  Halls  of  Fame 
Would  I  place  my  name, 
Not  on  stone  or  marble  piled 
In  great  frowning  blocks 
Where  boasting  wealth  talks, 
But  in  the  heart  of  a  child. 

Not  with  millionaires 
Gray  with  million  cares 
Could  my  ambition  be  guiled; 
Life  has  its  pitfalls 
Even  in  hermit  walls  — 
Give  me  the  heart  of  a  child. 

Just  to  keep  my  name 
Bright  in  vestal  frame, 
Candid,  upright,  undefiled; 
One  best  spot  I  know, 
Sure  to  keep  it  so. 
Is  the  pure  heart  of  a  child. 

On  great  Sea  of  Life 

Where  tempest  is  rife, 

I'll  steer  for  small  harbor  mild, 

Safe  from  drowning  tides 

Where  sunken  reef  abides  — 

My  harbor  —  the  Heart  of  a  Child 
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THE  BROSHAY  SHAWL 

You  would  buy  it  for  the  magic 

Charm  of  relic  strange  and  old, 
For  that  subtle  touch  of  tragic 

Clinging  'round  each  faded  fold: 
Once  it  wrapped  a  form  angelic, 

She  was  winsome,  dark  and  small. 
With  a  smiling  face  ascetic 

Peeping  from  that  broshay  shawl. 
No  I'll  never  sell  my  heirloom 

To  your  stupid  antique  stall. 
For  that  vulgar  vaunting  showroom 

Would  profane  that  sacred  shawl  ! 
How  often  would  my  mother  speak 

Of  those  fever-haunted  ships. 
Of  hetic  flush  on  Grandma's  cheek, 

Of  her  parched  praying  lips. 
Which  as  signs  of  death,  betoken 

That  her  end  was  close  at  hand. 
When  she  left  her  child  heart-broken 

Within  sight  of  promised  land, 
And  that  parting  scene  distressing 

To  the  child  so  young  and  small. 
When,  besides  her  mother's  blessing. 

She  was  left  that  faded  shawl. 

No,  it's  not  for  sale  or  barter. 

For  no  artist's  brush  could  paint 
Colors  cast  in  tints  of  Tartar, 

Weirdly  woven,  curious  quaint; 
Crimsoned  glories  of  the  Martyr 

Linked  with  purple  shade  of  saint 
To  the  glint  on  verdant  shamrock. 

That  reflects  old  Ireland's  hope, 
Like  the  iris  on  the  peacock 

Spread  in  wild  kaleidoscope; 
It  was  worn  by  my  grandmother 

When  a  bride  in  Donegal, 
There  could  never  be  another 

Like  my  mother's  broshay  shawl. 
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CHILD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN 

Tutored  by  Nature  to  honesty  so  rare, 

Child  of  the  Mountain,  whither  dost  thou  roam  ? 
Lured  by  the  chanting  of  siren  false  and  fair, 

Whose  carnal  attractions  now  lead  thee  from  home  ! 
Child  of  the  Mountain,  cradled  on  a  cloud 

Gilded  by  Venus  or  other  morning  star. 
Heed  not  the  voices  that  call  to  thee  aloud; 

Shun  the  bright  pathway  to  gipsy-gay  bazar  ! 

Child  of  the  Mountain,  restrain  that  eager  step, 

Down  to  the  city  of  glitter  glare  and  noise; 
To  whirlwind  of  dancing,  soulless  demirep. 

Handmaid  of  hazard  in  angelic  disguise. 
Lights  of  the  city,  wild  afterglow  of  shame, 

In  time  will  efface  thy  hill  of  scented  pines, 
And  plunge  in  dissipation,  thy  manhood  to  defame, 

In  tipsy-tilted  tankard  of  poppy-laden  wines. 

Wouldst  thou  abandon  sweet  strain  of  nightengale; 

Perfume  of  breezes  that  romp  on  mountain  crags; 
Renouncing  the  roses  that  blush  there  in  the  dale,  — 

Blush  at  thy  taste  for  such  gaudy  body  rags  ? 
Child  of  the  Mountaiv,  O,  hearken  to  my  strain  ! 

Backward  retrace  then,  thy  rugged  narrow  trail; 
Drown  not  thy  birthright  in  tango  and  champagne;  — 

Let  whirling  world  spin  onward  —  Truth  will  prevail 
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CAPRICE 

Fro?n  the  French  of  Gonialve  Desaulniers 

Were  I  a  woman  and  were  I  a  belle 

Then  would  I  rebel 

At  Cupid's  desire; 
And  little  I'd  care  to  love  or  to  please 

As  light  as  the  breeze, 

Light  as  my  attire. 

As  light  as  a  cloud  a-drifting  in  June 

Caressing  the  moon 

On  its  areial  way, 
Light  as  the  billows  of  muslin  fine. 

Or  bubbles  in  wine, 

Lighter  than  spray. 

I  would  be  a  bird,  that  skimming  the  plain, 

With  joyous  refrain 

Will  warble  along, 
Without  ever  asking  if  there  in  his  flight 

An  ear  is  set  right 

To  catch  at  his  song. 

For  men  I  would  have  but  little  concern 

For  women  soon  learn 

To  live  by  their  wits. 
Proudly  I'd  pass  along  in  the  gay  world 

Where  passions  are  hurled 

And  broken  in  bits. 
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Not  for  a  caress  would  I  fling  my  charms 

In  the  open  arms 

Of  conquerer  brave, 
Love  is  a  fire  that  so  easily  illumes 

And  too  soon  consumes 

Its  amorous  slave. 

And  nothing  for  mine  but  the  newest  in  gowns 

With  laces  and  flounce 

And  velvety  stays, 
I'd  ever  be  a  light-headed  fool  of  a  girl 

So  hearts  in  a  whirl 

Would  love  me  always. 

What  is  more  charming  than  blonde  to  be  found 

With  her  waist  round 

And  eye  quick  and  clear. 
Who  will  waltz  in  a  ballroom,  flirty  and  kind, 

And  prattling  you'll  find 

Her  free  as  the  air. 

But  if,  at  some  time,  to  my  ear  was  told  ^ 

That  in  growing  old 

My  face  fair  and  strong 
With  wrinkles  would  line,  then  would  I  grumble 

At  beauty's  stumble 

In  treading  along; 

That  a  young  lass  is  much  like  a  stream 

That  flows  in  a  dream 

Let  happen  what  may. 
That  meandering  along  in  its  winding 

Ends  up  in  finding 

Its  enchanted  bay; 
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I  would,  I  admit,  feel  somewhat  inclined 
A  new  path  to  find 

From  giddy  glades, 
To  toss  my  mask  in  the  face  of  Epicure 

And  make  me  a  cure 

For  wild  escapades. 

For  useless  to  do  and  useless  to  try 

Ourselves  we  deny 

When  love  we  oppose, 
A  whim  soon  will  vanish,  then  its  a  case  — 

To  spite  at  our  face 

We  cut  off  our  nose. 

So,  were  I  a  woman  and  were  I  a  belle 

Then  would  I  rebel 

For  one  day  or  two. 
And  if  a  lover  would  come  back  with  cries 

That  his  heart  sighs 

For  my  eyes  of  blue, 

Then  from  sheer  habit  some  time  I'd  resist. 

Yet  wish  to  be  kissed 

While  taking  this  stand, 
Wait  for  tomorrow  with  excuses  meager 

Yet  be  most  eager 

To  tender  my  hand. 
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MARIE  ROLLET 

Canada  s  first  pioneer  woman,  came  to  Quebec  in  1617. 

Hail  to  you  a  daring  woman, 

Fair  pioneer  of  worth, 
The  first  to  brave  Red  foeman 

And  tread  the  frozen  North  ! 

In  your  day,  Marie  Roller, 

Our  land  was  yet  untamed; 
You  left  a  blissful  chalet 

And  heritage  unclaimed 

To  share  an  ardous  passage 

Across  a  troubled  sea. 
And  brought  with  you  a  message 

That  still  rings  far  and  free. 

The  broad  and  blue  Saint  Lawrence 

Holds  in  its  mighty  floods 
Bold  cataracts  and  torrents 

That  rose  in  distant  woods; 

Such  were  the  mighty  forces 

Of  proud  unconquered  strains, 
From  ancient  Norman  sources. 

You  brought  within  your  veins. 

Your  guidance  lead  the  sowers. 

High  courage  taught  you  how 
To  enthuse  the  toiling  mowers, 

Your  own  hands  held  the  plow, 

To-day  proud  owners  of  the  soil 

Knee-deep  in  clover  bloom 
Receive  the  bounties  of  your  toil 

From  teeming  Nature's  womb. 
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But  many  leave  their  fields  to-day 

And  brave  the  city's  heat, 
With  badges  bright  and  ribbons  gay, 

They  throng  on  Sherbrooke  Street, 

In  Sunday  best  and  gleeful  mien 

They  gaze  on  pageant  there, 
'Till  Marie's  car  in  line  is  seen, 

Then  heads  are  bowed  and  bare. 

Though  summer's  sun  has  come  and  gone, 

Three  hundred  times  since  then. 
The  Rollet  spirit  still  lives  on 

To  imbue  the  sons  of  men. 

Written  after  viewing  the  Marie  Rollet  float  in  the  Saint  Jean- 
Baptiste  Parade,  June  24th,  1931. 


61 


THE  THUNDER  STORM 

Rains  that  descend  in  a  torrent; 

Wild  winds  in  terrific  gale, 
That  moan  and  groan  incoherent, 

Like  sorceress  in  travail. 

Flashes  contorted  in  Limbo, 
Vibrating  a  dazzle  of  light; 

In  Jacobean  ladder  akimbo, 
To  blind  and  baffle  my  sight. 

I  ponder  there  in  the  attic. 
Reckoning  in  wild  surmise. 

Those  countless  ribbons  erratic 
That  zigag  down  the  skies. 

But  next  creeps  in  the  memory 
Of  a  mother  bent  in  prayer. 

Counting  beads,  in  offertory 
Wafted  up  on  troubled  air. 

Fancies  foolish,  crawl  around  me; 

Drag  me  back  two  score  of  years. 
Till  the  shadows  that  surround  me 

All  abound  with  childish  fears. 

Now,  I'm  just  her  "  Little  Willie  " 
W^ith  my  hair  an  amber  hue. 

Playing  pranks,  both  sly  and  silly, 
As  all  little  children  do. 

My  wild  spirits,  quickly  quieted, 
By  her  gentle,  firm  reproof, 

While  I  listen  half  affrighted 
To  God's  rain  upon  the  roof. 
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Then  she  speaks  of  God  and  glory, 
As  she  pauses  in  her  prayer, 

And  here's  the  wonderous  story 
That  she  told  me  cuddled  there. 

"  Long  ago  was  Sinai  lighted 
By  such  blinding  flashes  shown, 

While  finger  of  God  indited 

There,  His  law  on  tabled  stone. 

"  Such  then  must  be  our  lesson 
Here;  severe  as  Moses'  rod; 

A  potent,  sharp  expression 
Of  the  Fatherhood  of  God  ! 

"  For  He  propels  the  lightning. 
And  the  thunder's  sullen  roar; 

Brings  Bow  of  Promise  brightening, 
Pledging  faith  for  evermore.  " 
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ROUT  OF  THE  RUTHLESS  RIDERS 

In  a  world  of  mists  and  darkness,  — 
Dim  darkness  bathed  in  tears; 
Two  bandits  rode  in  the  twilight,  — 
A  twilight  freighted  with  fears; 
In  darkness  those  bandits  flourished 
Through  aeons  and  aeons  of  years, 

A  curious  race  ran  the  riders 
O'er  countries'  length  and  breadth; 
A  furious  race  the  riders  went 
While  panting  such  fetid  breath; 
Of  spurious  race,  those  riders  were, 
Grim  pair  —  Warfare  and  Death  ! 

O  ,long  we  fought  the  banditti,  — 
We  fought  with  sword  and  lance  ! 
With  machine-gun  and  poison  bomb 
And  our  General  was  Ignorance,  — 
While  the  enemies  in  attacking 
Filled  morgue  and  ambulance. 

Lo,  one  day  Sense  and  Science 
Oppose  this  deadly  pair  ! 
With  stubborn  stern  defiance 
They  fought  them  everywhere 
Linking  up  Nations  in  ordinance 
Bound  fast  with  treaties  fair  ! 

In  vain,  the  battling  riders  grim 
Ride  down  each  blood-red  way, 
Till  in  wisdom  born  on  ruin's  rim 
We  redeem  those  souls  astray; 
With  Love  of  Christ  in  hearts  aflame,  - 
Those  murderous  fiends  to  stay. 


64 


THOSE  CRIPPLES  ON  THE  STAIRS 

See  that  flight  of  wooden  steps 

From  the  level  to  the  Shrine, 
I  have  made  them  on  my  knees 

And  I've  counted  ninety-nine: 
And  each  day  toiling  upwards 

In  knotted  groups  and  pairs, 
With  limbs  and  crutches  dragging 

Come  those  cripples  up  the  stairs. 

Through  fair  and  frowning  weather, 

Through  blinding  snow  and  rain. 
From  the  dawning  until  twilight 

You  may  see  that  crippled  train 
A-climbing  and  a-praying; 

I  have  knelt  with  them  in  prayers 
And  felt  much  nearer  heaven 

With  those  cripples  on  the  stairs. 

In  Life's  mad  rush  for  riches, 

In  that  scrambled  race  for  fame 
We  trample  down  the  cripples 

Whose  tottering  limbs  go  lame; 
The  world  has  cast  them  downwards 

With  proud  and  haughty  airs, 
So  now  they  turn  to  Joseph 

And  climb  those  hallowed  stairs. 

They  come  from  north  and  southward, 

They  come  from  east  and  west, 
And  each  day  a  new  procession 

Climbs  to  the  mountain's  crest, 
Their  twisted  limbs  and  bodies 

All  bent  with  pain  and  cares, 
But  Faith  in  God  and  Joseph 

Helps  each  cripple  up  the  stairs. 
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And  on  up  to  the  summit 

In  slow  and  limping  pace, 
They  reach  at  last  the  chapel; 

And  raptures  fill  each  face, 
When  countless  votive  crutches 

Mute  evidence  declares  — 
All  left  by  fellow  cripples 

Who  came  praying  up  the  stairs. 

Written  at  Saint  Joseph's  Oratory,  July  14,  1931. 
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AN  OCTOBER  SUNSET 

Sinks  the  sun  in  burnished  splendor, 
Dips  his  disk  in  autumn  glory, 
Gilds  with  backward  glances  tender 
Rugged  ridge  of  mountains  tall; 
On  each  low-hung  cloud  there  lingers 
Sheaves  of  rain-bow  tinted  fingers 
Etched  by  Morpheus  as  provender 
For  our  vain  dreams  illusory: 
Thus  we  raise  on  substance  slender 
Aerial  halls  of  vaulting  storey, 
Leased  to  golden-age  harbingers, 
Phantom  home  of  soulful  singers, 
Where  each  chants  his  con  amore 
Which  our  listenening  hearts  inthrall. 

Like  some  tranquil  lives  a-waning, 
Drifting  down  on  clouds  serene. 
Till  some  border-land  attaining. 
Bright  in  bowers  of  shifting  light; 
Where,  in  endless  vista  looming, 
All  their  dreams  as  flowers  blooming,  - 
Vanished  hopes  of  youth  regaining 
In  one  glimpse  of  gorgeous  scene: 
Free  from  earthly  schemes  profaning 
Where  happy  shades  of  souls  convene; 
Hopes  that  burn  without  consuming 
All  those  twilight  doubts  illuming, 
While  death's  shadows  dark  between 
Turn  to  glittering  shafts  of  white. 
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BLAME  HER  HEART 

To  a  woman  who  strayed. 

Blame  her  heart  that  it  had  trusted, 

Trusted  another  like  you; 
Blame  her  eyes  that  she  read  verses, 

Verses  she  thought  to  be  true; 

Blame  her  hands  that  they  have  sought  for 

Clasp  of  a  small  wedding-ring, 
Blame  her  ears  that  they  have  listened 

To  birds  that  have  carolled  in  spring; 

Blame  her  arms  that  they  have  circled 

One  who  looked  honest  and  fair. 
Blame  her  aims  that  have  been  building 

Such  beautiful  Castles  of  Air; 

Blame  her  feet  for  they  have  faltered 

While  treading  in  bowers  of  bloom,  ^ 

Blame  her  lips  for  they  have  murmured 

Secrets  to  him  in  the  gloom; 
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Blame  her  tears  that  they  have  fallen 
On  hearts  that  held  only  disdain. 

Blame  her  hopes  —  all  beyond  reason  — 
Blame  her  love  given  in  vain; 

Blame  her  soul  open  and  guileless 
All  blind  to  the  dangers  of  youth, 

Blame  her  for  lacking  in  judgment 
And  finding  no  justice  or  truth; 

Blame  her  all,  make  her  and  outcast. 
The  shame  of  her  sex  and  her  kin,  — 

But  her  tears  that  have  flooded  high  heaven 
Have  cleansed  her  like  Saint  Magdelene. 
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SUR  LE  PONT  D'AVIGNON 

I'm  on  my  way  back,  with  my  old  kahki  pack, 

Sur  le  Pont  d"  Avignon; 
Where  girls  fair  to  see  keep  smiling  at  me, 

Rash  roaming  myrmidon, 
As  I  sit  on  the  rails  and  park  my  hobnails 

In  reckless  abandon. 
While  soldiers  from  Bruges,  all  drunk  on  vin  rouge, 

Each  from  his  o-wn  flagon; 
They  all  have  a  swig,  and  Pascal  does  a  jig 

Whilstling  "  la  Madelon  "; 
Amusing  fair  beauties,  disturbing  his  cooties, 

Sur  le  Pont  d" Avignon  ! 

Your  dainty  young  maids  with  charming  sunshades 

Passing  in  echelon; 
With  glances  like  fawn  and  grace  of  the  swan; 

Chacune  a  safa{on, 
Their  dancing  footfalls  my  fancy  inthralls 

Sur  le  Pont  d Avignon. 
High  up  on  the  hills,  the  evening  air  thrills; 

With  sounds  of  a  clairon; 
While  sunset's  alure  tint  les  Cote  d' Azure 

Circling  old  Avignon, 
Gilding  the  slopes  around  Palace  of  Popes,  — 

Landmark  of  Avignon; 
Our  captain  commands  his  bold  chest  expands 

A  modern  Napoleon 
He  sticks  up  his  chin  and  bawls  out,  "  Fall  in  !  " 

So  farewell  to  Avignon  ! 

—  Avignon,  France,  May  11,  1919. 
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SOBIESKI'S  SHIELD 

In  Sixteen  Eighty-two,  King  John  Sobieski,  of  Poland,  saved  the  besieged  city 
of  Vienna  from  the  Tartan  and  Turkish  hordes  who  held  the  stricken  city.  This 
bloody  battle,  won  by  the  Polish  king,  saved  Christianity  from  the  violent  rampage 
of  the  Turk. 

A  little  lad  of  thoughtful  mind 

Was  gazing  on  the  stars, 
And  with  a  field-glass  sought  to  find 

The  blood-red  disc  of  Mars. 

He  gazed  in  open-mouthed  awe 

Upon  that  roving  rogue 
Of  fire  and  sword,  that  gross  outlaw 

Who  finds  in  war  his  vogue, 

Then  turning  childish  gaze  along 

The  sparkling  milky-way, 
Where  stars,  like  daisies  strewn  among 

The  buttercups  of  May, 

Are  gleaming  bright  in  sumner  sky 

Above  the  Water  Goat, 
A  tranquil  star  with  friendly  eye 

There  peacefully  does  float. 

O  Daddy  dear  "  ",  the  child  exclaims, 

"  Look  at  that  kindly  star  !  ", 
"  I  am  not  sure  what  it  proclaims, 

But  does  it  speak  of  war  ?  " 

"  That  star,  my  lad  up  yonder  there, 

So  bright  on  dusky  field. 
Is  known  to  nations  everywhere 

As  '  Sobieski's  Shield  '  ". 
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"  And  who  was  Sobieski  then, 

Who  lent  to  it  his  name, 
Was  he  a  leader  bold  of  men 

That  stars  should  sing  his  name  ?  ". 

The  lad  looks  up  in  quick  surmise 
And  rapture  stamps  his  face, 

"  Perhaps  some  hand  from  Paradise 
That  glowing  shield  did  trace  ?  ". 

"  These  words  are  far  too  wise  my  child 
To  blend  with  childish  quips, 

The  triumphs  of  this  campaign  wild 
The  heart  and  fancy  grips  "; 

"  That  star,  indeed,  a  fiery  tale 
Might  whisper  down  the  night, 

Across  the  rugged  mountain  trail 
Of  Sobieski's  fight.  " 

"  It  twinkles  proudly  overhead, 

To  riotious  dance  inclined. 
And  sings  of  Turks  who  madly  fled 

And  left  their  hopes  behind; 

"  The  greatest  feat  on  battle's  field 

In  records  of  mankind 
Brought  fame  to  Sobieski's  Shield 

And  left  its  glow  behind  !  " 

"  As  summer's  sun  will  cast  its  flame 

Across  the  mountains  high. 
That  sign  of  Sobieski's  fame 

Lends  glory  to  the  sky. 

And  those  that  look  will  praise  the  Lord 
Who  gave  such  man  his  birth. 

Who  brought  such  valor  to  his  sword. 
And  crowned  his  reign  on  earth; 
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Who  crushed  the  Tartan  and  the  Turk 

In  Sixteen  Eighty-two, 
And  ended  quick  their  fiendish  work 

And  raised  the  cross  anew. 

Just  listen  low  in  patience,  dear, 
To  what  the  night  winds  say, 

A  thrilling  tale  will  fill  your  ear 
And  haunt  you  many  a  day: 

The  Tartans  hold  Vienna's  gates 
While  Turks  command  the  field, 

The  cringing  monarch  trembling  waits 
His  citadel  to  yield; 

The  Turks  have  undermined  the  walls 
Where  Famine  stalks  within, 

And  Plague  and  Epidemic  crawls 
While  traitors  smirk  and  grin. 

Then  to  far-off  regal  Warsaw 

A  messenger  did  bring 
A  dreadful  tale  of  what  he  saw 

Right  to  the  Polish  king; 

The  king  was  clad  in  royal  dress 

All  ready  to  be  crowned. 
While  prince  and  duke  and  countess 

And  sages  most  profound. 

All  stood  in  line  and  homage  paid 
Unto  their  monarch  brave; 

He  promptly  drew  his  mighty  blade, 
And  prompt  his  orders  gave: 

"  We'll  lay  aside  this  crown  of  gold 
And  march  to  battle's  field; 

Come  rally  soldiers  true  and  bold 
'  Round  Sobieski's  Shield  !  " 
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Then  turning  from  that  dazzling  scene 
He  mounts  his  faithful  steed, 

With  eagle  glance  and  lofty  mien 
He  proudly  takes  the  lead; 

His  legions  quickly  form  in  line 
With  swords  and  gleaming  spears, 

And  high  above,  that  dauntless  sign 
Evokes  a  round  of  cheers; 

The  women  breathe  a  prayer  to  God, 

The  children  say  "  Amen  ", 
And  old  men  from  the  fields  applaud 

Bold  Sobieski's  men. 

They  sweep  across  the  dusty  plains. 

They  gallop  day  and  night. 
And  halt  not  for  the  autumn  rains 

But  fix  their  saddles  tight; 

They  know  there's  not  an  hour  to  loose 
To  reach  that  stricken  town, 

Ere  foemen  will  the  forts  reduce 
And  Christian  hopes  go  down; 

They  feed  their  mounts  and  gallop  on, 
Through  many  an  anxious  night, 

'  Till  in  the  streak  of  purple  dawn 
Vienna  looms  in  sight  ! 

They  dress  their  ranks  and  turn  aside 

Into  a  narrow  glen, 
And  thundering  down  the  mountain-side 

Rode  Sobieski's  men  ! 

The  mountain  pass  affords  the  Pole 
An  entrance  well  concealed. 

The  columns  down  the  pathway  roll 
'  Neath  Sobieski's  Shield; 
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Down  Kalemberg's  steep  narrow  cleft, 
They  reach  the  Danube's  edge, 

Then  wheeling  sharply  to  the  left 
They  form  a  human  wedge. 

The  Emperor  now  despairing  shouts 

"  Austrians,  it's  no  use  !  ", 
And  frantic,  calls  to  bravest  scouts 

To  raise  a  flag  of  truce. 

A  veteran  snail-like  climbs  aloft. 

To  raise  the  Flag  of  White, 
This  man  who  oft  at  death  had  scoffed 

In  many  a  gruesome  fight. 

He  climbs  the  ramparts,  looks  around, 

Across  the  sun-lit  plain; 
That  land  he  loves  is  Christian  ground. 

Did  Christ  then  die  in  vain  ? 

And  is  that  land  forever  lost 

To  scimitar  and  dirk, 
And  must  its  women  pay  the  cost 

In  harems  of  the  Turk  ? 

For  now,  the  nature  of  the  beast 

Will  gorge  itself  in  lust: 
When-near  the  mountain-to  the  east  — 

He  spies  a  fleck  of  dust  ! 

The  old  man  trembling  strains  his  eyes 

To  sweep  the  distant  field, 
"  At  last.  Thank  God  !  ",  he  madly  cries, 

"  There's  Sobieski's  Shield  !  ". 

Right  quick  he  drops  the  craven  white 

And  draws  his  trusty  steel; 
Once  more  he  stands  a  gallant  knight 

And  makes  his  bold  appeal. 
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"  The  hour  is  come  when  Honor  wins, 

The  vandals  fate  is  sealed; 
The  Turk  will  sink  beneath  his  sins 

And  Sobieski's  Shield; 

"  The  Crescent  sign  will  set  in  gloom, 
The  cross  spread  hope  again, 

We'll  roll  the  stone  back  from  the  tomb 
That  Freedom  would  contain. 

"  Now  rush  the  gates  and  storm  the  foe, 

Perish  the  thought  to  yield  ! 
For  sweeping  o'er  the  plateau 

Comes  Sobieski's  Shield  !  " 

Around  the  gates  like  tidal  waves 
Sweep  Tartan  horde  and  Turk, 

A  cut-throat  mob  that  carnage  craves 
To  crown  its  fiendish  work. 

Across  the  bridge  in  head-long  speed 
The  Poles  now  rush  the  field, 

And  floating  proudly  in  their  lead 
Is  Sobieski's  Shield  ! 

A  coal-black  steed  now  plunging  goes. 

King  John  has  him  in  line, 
He  cuts  his  way  right  through  his  foes  — 

With  him  that  aweful  sign. 

As  hailstones  sweep  a  field  of  grain. 

The  Polish  legions  swept. 
Through  fighting  foemen  on  the  plain 

Then  o'er  the  ramparts  leaped; 

As  blizzards  sweep  in  deadly  squalls 

Across  some  polar  clime, 
The  Polish  heroes  storm  the  walls 

Just  in  the  nick  of  time. 
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The  routed  foemen  turn  to  fly, 

Their  wounded  fill  the  field, 
Their  dead  lie  stark  beneath  the  sky 

And  Sobieski's  Shield. 

The  Infidel  of  bloody  ways 

Defeated  homeward  turns 
Vienna  all  in  grateful  praise 

Lights  up  her  votive  urns. 

And  since  the  Turkish  power  is  gone 

They  turn  their  thanks  to  give 
A  man  sent  from  God,  whose  name  was  John, 

That  all  men  might  believe. 

So  now  my  child,  when  you  kneel  down 

To  breathe  a  prayer  to  God, 
Just  think  of  him  who  risked  his  crown 

To  save  our  Christian  sod; 

And  when  some  snobs  the  Poles  decry 

Just  tell  them  to  their  face. 
That  shield  is  blazoned  on  the  sky 

For  Sobieski's  race. 
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OUR  SCHOOL  DAYS 

{To  cousin  Maud:) 

Well  I  remember  your  first  day  in  class, 

A  shy  little  lass 

Of  few  tender  years, 
Prim  as  a  dolly  perched  on  a  hard  bench 

Amazed  at  the  French 

Buzzed  in  your  ears; 

How  I  remember  those  long  days  in  school, 

When  it  was  the  rule 

On  closing  each  day 
To  drop  on  our  knees  and  pray  loud  and  swift 

With  minds  all  adrift. 

Perhaps,  far  away; 

I  felt  so  much  pity  for  those  little  girls 

With  long  bibs,  and  curls 

In  blue  and  red  bows. 
And  never  could  I  see  much  need  of  prayer 

For  tots  kneeling  there 

With  bare  muddy  toes. 

Can  you  remember,  at  this  distance,  Maud, 

The  old  strap  and  rod 

We  once  held  in  fear. 
The  red  bucket  swinging,  the  pegs  all  in  rows 

All  laden  with  clothes 

And  funny  head-gear  ? 

On  some  future  day  I  may  write  a  sonnet 

To  your  blue  bonnet 

With  crown  quaint  and  high, 
Like  a  morning-glory  in  that  pendant  lot, 

A  violet  in  a  plot 

Smiling  to  the  sky. 
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Do  you  remember  the  blackboard  and  chalk 

And  the  whispered  talk 

Behind  book  and  slate, 
The  pencil  we  pushed  upon  a  greasy  track, 

Right  across  a  crack 

In  its  limping  gait  ? 

Bending  to  our  tasks  'till  teacher  said,  "  Enuff  !  " 

Then  quick  with  a  cuff 

Big  circles  described. 
Scrubbing  on  our  slates,  rubbing  with  a  sleeve. 

And  would  you  believe 

We  soon  had  them  dried; 

And  each  at  the  bucket,  from  big  gallon  "  tin  " 

Many  times  drank  in 

And  microbes  defied, 
For  no  one  was  there  with  high-faluting  terms 

To  warn  us  of  germs  — 

And  nobody  died. 

Then  came  the  noon  hour  and  the  frugal  lunch, 

O,  how  we  did  munch 

The  cold  bread  and  cakes  ! 
For  when  legs  are  short  appetites  are  long. 

So  nothing  went  wrong 

Except  "  tummy  "  aches. 

Talk  of  your  belles;  none  could  match  our  teacher  ! 

No  one  could  reach  her 

In  quick,  melting  smile, 
Robin-blue  her  skirt  of  soft,  silken  rustle 

Bulging  with  a  bustle. 

So  much  then  in  style. 


Boast  of  your  school  days,  is  it  not  the  truth 

That  glamour  of  youth, 

Like  a  rosy  glass, 
Lends  to  the  picture  all  its  rainbow  hues  — 

The  ones  to  enthuse 

The  young  lad  and  lass; 

Some  will  read  my  lines  and  say,  "  What  a  crank  !  ", 

But,  just  to  be  frank, 

Is  it  not  this  way  ? 
We  pine  for  the  roses  forgetful  of  the  thorn. 

Since  first  man  was  born 

The  same  as  today. 

Strange  as  it  may  seem,  when  Fate  takes  a  hand,  — 

Calls  to  her  command 

To  lead  or  to  rule. 
She  finds  not  her  captains  in  "  families  of  repute  " 

But  picks  the  ofF-shoot 

Of  some  rural  school. 
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TRUTH 

Refreshing  as  the  water 
From  the  mountain  well, 
Sparkling  as  the  fountain 
Gushing  through  the  dell; 
Stronger  than  the  monarch 
Who  mighty  nations  quell. 

Fairer  than  the  lily 

On  the  limpid  lake, 

Light  as  summer  breezes 

Blown  on  fern  and  brake; 

Mighty  as  convulsions 

That  cause  a  world  to  quake. 

Brighter  than  the  sunbeam's 
Glint  on  frozen  snows. 
Clearer  than  the  dew  drops 
On  the  morning  rose; 
Pure  as  holy  virgins 
Clad  in  cloister  clothes. 

Rarer  than  the  perfume 
Crushed  from  lotus  bloom. 
Richer  far  than  satins 
Wove  in  golden  loom; 
Sterner  than  the  Judgment 
At  the  crack  of  doom  ! 
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I  HEAR  IN  THE  SILENT  NIGHT 

In  to  wakeful  state  beguiled, 
I  hear  in  the  silent  night 
•  Wild  notes  from  Amory  Hare; 
Music  with  ebb  and  flare, 
Like  the  foot  of  fairy  sprite 
That  comes  to  me  unawares 
To  dance  down  an  elfin  stair. 
Their  lilt  so  candidly  wild 
Flowing  from  lips  of  a  child. 
Who  from  a  bleeding  heart 
In  chantings  naively  mild 
A  melting  song  outpours; 
Causing  a  sigh  to  start 
Upon  each  passing  breeze 
That  whispers  to  the  trees 
And  upward  ever  soars. 

I  see  good  angel-throng 
Take  up  that  bruised  song 
That  beats  on  heaven's  door, 
And  waft  its  strains  along 
To  friendly  echoing  shore: 
An  endless  peace  to  gain, 
With  souls  that  throbbed  in  pain 
While  painting  rainbows  bright 
On  twilight  mists  of  tears. 
Above  those  plaintive  years. 
With  face  set  to  the  light 
That  soul  did  ever  climb 
On  wings  of  tuneful  rhyme. 
To  reach  the  shining  goal 
Where  each  vibrant  naked  soul 
Makes  music  sharp,  sublime. 
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Far  down  the  marching  years 
That  tortured  song  appears 
Like  some  tattered  banner  borne, 
Proud  courage  to  restore 
To  faltering  hearts  forlorn 
That  pulsate  and  rise  once  more 
On  the  spirit  of  her  song; 
They  will  bravely  sweep  along 
Like  intrepid  troubadore. 

Note, :  These  lines  written  after  reading  the  poem 
"Compensation"  by  Amory  Hare. 
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O  TEMPORA  O  MORES  ! 

In  this  age  of  ready  cash  and  luxury, 

Have  you  ver  noticed  the  poverty  of  thought 

That's  strangling  those  higher  aspirations  ? 

Did  you  ever  visit  a  playhouse,  and  sitting 

There  have  the  actors  bore  you  and  torture 

Your  soul  with  their  barbaric  buffoonery  ? 

Did  you  ever  try  to  harbor  noble  thought 

In  such  atmosphere  of  modern  merry-making  ? 

If  you  did,  you  will  gladly  enter  plea 

For  the  idealists,  the  artists  and  thinkers, 

Who  are  outraged  by  such  stupid  tomfoolery. 

Last  night,  seeking  cheer  and  relaxation 

I  dropped  in  at  a  modern  theater; 

Where  the  lights  shone  like  aurora  borealis 

To  attract  the  gay  moths  of  the  city; 

Within  doors  all  was  glitter  and  tinsel 

As  might  charm  from  his  wigwam  an  Indian, 

By  the  lurid  glow  of  tinted  projectors. 

By  the  noise  that  is  known  as  jazz  music; 

An  organ  groaned  in  fantastic  endeavor 

To  imitate  the  tones  of  the  human. 

Picture  starts,  —  wild  applause  from  the  audience  ! 

There  are  scenes  from  a  bull  fight  in  Madrid; 

A  railway  wreck  on  the  Santa  Fe  railroad; 

Two  "  dry  agents  "  breaking  down  a  doorway, 

Voilating  the  laws  to  inforce  them; 

A  millionaire  in  love  with  a  harlot; 

A  cattle-rustlers'  roost  in  the  Rockies 

And  all  this  we  are  told  will  educate  us  ! 

Small  wonder  that  crime  waves  are  spreading 

When  such  brain  food  is  fed  to  the  youngster. 

Then  five  acts  that  were  mere  hopeless  drivel, 

With  a  frolic  of  carnal  attractions 

By  free-moving  and  near-naked  females. 

Gloated  on  by  gaping  old  libertines. 

As  an  added  insult  to  the  torture. 

An  imitator  of  dear  dead  Caruso 
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Drew  loud  raucous  laughs  from  his  hearers 
While  bellowing  and  pawing  all  about  him. 
Seizing  my  hat,  I  made  for  the  exit, 
Remembering  the  deductions  of  Darwin; 
How  unfair  were  his  views,  to  the  monkeys, 
In  comparing  of  them  to  the  human,  — 
To  this  two-legged  ape  without  reason 
Who  will  waste  precious  hours  on  such  folly. 
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WERE  I  TO  DIE  TOMORROW  FRIEND 

Were  I  to  die  tomorrow,  friend, 

My  sinking  star  grow  pale, 
I'd  have  no  heads  in  sorrow  bend, 

No  black  weeds  on  your  veil; 
For  life  at  best  is  not  a  lane 

Through  perfume-laden  flowers; 
Ah,  life  is  full  of  mist  and  rain 

And  thorns  are  in  its  bowers  ! 

Were  I  to  die  tomorrow,  friend, 

And  you  should  stay  behind, 
Let  simple  rites  my  dust  attend 

And  not  the  pompous  kind: 
A  soldier's  corpse  is  but  a  clod 

For  God's  own  earth  to  sheath, 
And  only  knaves  and  fools  applaud 

For  vanity  in  death. 

Were  I  to  die  tomorrow,  friend, 

No  bugle  blare  for  mine. 
No  drooping  flag  its  sadness  lend 

No  soldiers  stand  in  line 
With  rifles  set  their  shots  to  pour; 

O,  comrades  true  and  brave  ! 
I'd  rather  have  the  bluebirds  soar 

Above  my  gaping  grave. 

To  me  its  seems  presumption  bold 

With  pomp  and  pride  to  preen 
The  broken  body,  stark  and  cold. 

And  lend  it  lordly  mien, 
When  it  goes  forth  to  meet  its  Lord  — 

The  gentle  Prince  of  Peace, 
Who  scorning  might,  abjured  the  sword, 

Bade  warring  tribes  surcease. 
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Hero,  I'm  not,  and  never  were, 

This  much  let  me  confess, 
Perhaps,  if  secrets  were  laid  bare 

Some  others  were  still  less. 
Though  Croix  de  Guere  and  medals  bright 

May  gleam  upon  each  breast; 
Yet  if  they  bask  in  stolen  light 

The  Lord  Himself  knows  best. 

So,  if  I  die  tomorrow,  friend. 

Let  neither  pomp  nor  gloom. 
With  strut  or  solemn  footstep,  wend 

Around  my  modest  tomb; 
But  he  that  chooses  may  speak  words 

Of  happy  bygone  days. 
In  tones  as  light  as  lilting  birds 

In  gladsome  roundelays. 
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A  ROSE  FROM  HER  BRIDAL  BOUQUET 

I  wake  with  a  startled  stare, 

From  a  maze  of  tortuous  dreams; 
On  my  coat,  that  hangs  on  a  chair, 

Is  a  rose  of  velvety  creams. 
Poor  rose  so  crumpled  and  pale, 

To  float  on  its  background  dark, 
Like  a  shipwrecked,  drooping  sail. 

The  ghost  of  some  sunken  barque; 
That  sunk  with  its  freight  of  hopes 

On  Life's  bold,  treacherous  seas; 
So,  my  mind  in  its  anguish  gropes. 

Like  a  blind  beggar  on  his  knees. 

Buds  that  her  fingers  so  warm 

Caressed  in  their  childish  way; 
If  ever  rose  sheltered  a  thorn, 

'Twas  veiled  in  her  bridal  bouquet. 
She  cut  from  her  bridal  cake  — 

A  reminder  to  me  it  seems; 
That,  whether  asleep  or  awake. 

She'll  come  to  me  here  in  dreams. 
Don't  ask  if  I  kissed  the  bride. 

Or  whispered  her  new-found  name  !  ? 
Would  I  smother  my  manly  pride, 

Like  Judas,  in  kiss  of  shame  ? 
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MY  FIRST  LOVE 

Tripping  off  garden-ward 

Neath  her  blue  sunbonnet, 

A  look  of  sweet  shyness  in  her  eyes 

Sent  my  soul  heavenward 

As  I  gazed  upon  it; 

Her  age  was  six  then,  —  mine  likewise: 

Four  and  forty  now;  How  time  flies  ! 

Such  loving  tots  we  were. 
Our  hearts  light  and  jolly 
In  thrills  of  ecstasy  would  rise; 
Innocent  and  childish  rare 
The  love  we  wasted  there, 
Me  and  blushing  Molly. 

For  the  love  of  a  child  is  a  prize 
That  reflects  the  candor  of  the  skies. 
Chubby,  coy,  her  skin  so  fair, 
Curling,  black  defiant  hair, 
Crowning  that  face  like  a  dolly 
Of  my  sweetheart  Molly: 
A  Love  born  of  Youth  never  dies. 
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WALTER'S  CHRISTMAS 

Say,  what  do  you  think  of  old  Santa  Clause  ? 
I  think  he's  the  best  guy  that  ever  was  ! 
You  ought  to  just  see  the  nice  things  I  got, 
The  many  fine  presents  old  Santa  brought. 
Right  on  the  dot,  as  the  clock  struck  twelve, 
He  was  groping  around  for  the  mantle-shelf 
With  childrens'  stockings  hung  all  in  a  row, 
The  same  as  he  did  many  years  ago. 

First,  in  the  parlor  he  plants  a  Christmas  tree 

Loaded  with  presents  for  the  girls  and  me; 

Coasters  and  skooters,  toys  and  picture  blocks, 

With  nuts  and  candies  for  to  fill  our  socks. 

Three  ukeleles,  a  flute  and  trombone, 

(We'll  soon  have  an  orchestra  all  our  own) 

Of  books  and  pictures  I  got  such  a  lot. 

With  a  red  man  that  waltzes  like  Johnny  Scott; 

A  little  Dutch  miller  that  climbs  a  pole. 

Booties  for  the  baby  with  padded  sole, 

A  nightie  for  grandma  and  an  apron  too. 

With  a  clown  and  circus  painted  red  and  blue  — 

The  apron  is  for  Peg  when  she  learns  to  cook  — 

A  big  red  rooster  on  a  picture  book. 

Looks  like  the  one  in  our  own  back  yard. 

That  pa  calls,  "  a  bird  that  has  some  gizzard  ". 

Skates  for  Anna  from  the  kind  old  fellow. 

Say,  I  nearly  forgot  that  red  umbrella 

He  left  for  sister  in  a  long  white  box. 

With  a  dolly  that  winks  and  almost  talks; 

And  soldiers  like  mine  could  have  won  the  Boyne, 

But  the  soldiers  were  given  by  Martin  Coyne. 

And  this  is  not  the  half  that  he  left  last  night 
When  making  the  rounds  of  his  yearly  flight; 
So  it  is  up  to  me  to  be  one  fine  boy. 
And  spread  in  the  household  a  world  of  joy; 
I'll  try  to  be  good  every  day,  because 
Next  year  is  coming  with  old  Santa  Clause. 
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CHRISTMAS  GREETINGS  KITTY 

Merry  Christmas,  Kitty  Kearns  ! 

You've  dodged  me  many  years; 
All  my  hints  of  amorous  yearns 

Went  in  and  out  your  ears. 
Just  one  clasp  of  tender  arms, 

My  earthly  cares  would  kill; 
Those  sweet  seductive  charms 

Have  caused  me  many  a  thrill. 

Your  voice,  all  silver  laden; 

Bright  hair  of  burnished  gold. 
Tell  me  capricious  maiden. 

Why  should  I  make  so  bold  ? 
I'll  have  my  way,  my  pretty  dear. 

And  less  you  dare  forget. 
Or  think  me  brusque,  impetuous,  queer, 

I'm  bound  to  win  you  yet. 

Old  Santa  comes  'round  tomorrow, 

Your  silken  hose  to  stuff; 
Should  he  have  to  beg  or  borrow. 

No  doubt  you'll  get  enough. 
On  that  glad  day,  my  pretty  lass. 

Your  cup  with  joy  to  fill. 
My  purse  is  empty,  so's  my  glass, 

But  here's  a  toast  from  Will. 

These  lines  were  written  impromptu  to  a  young  lady,  in  reply  to  her 
Christmas  card  Dec.  24,  1923. 
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A  ROMAxNCE  ON  RAILS 

She  sat  on  green  cushions  reclining, 

Her  face  was  serene  and  so  sweet; 
My  fancy  was  led  to  defining 

If  Fate  had  ordained  that  we  meet. 
I  tip-toe  across  to  her  casement, 

Feigning  an  interest  outside; 
My  boldness  awakes  no  amazement, 

I  soon  am  ensconsced  by  her  side. 
I  gaze  on  this  fair  artless  creature; 

Brown  eyes  of  such  velvety  glance, 
With  profile  of  classical  feature 

That  wealth  of  brown  hair  did  enhance. 

Small  hand,  that  my  eager  one  presses; 

Was  ever  fair  lily  more  pure  ? 
There's  vigorous  youth  in  those  tresses, 

And  her  smile  lends  a  thrill  of  rapture. 
Low  voice,  like  the  murmur  of  breezes; 

Rich  laughter,  which  sparkles  like  wine. 
To  banish  dull  care  as  it  teases. 

And  drive  out  those  worries  of  mine. 
Her  shape  it  is  supple  and  boyish; 

Her  cheeks  like  twin  roses  in  June, 
All  speak  of  a  heart  that  is  joyous,  — 

That  throbs  to  rich  pulses  in  tune. 

Was  ever  a  night  wind  more  wayward, 

That  whispered  like  elfin  and  gnome  ? 
It  blended  soft  music  to  gay  word. 

Till  at  last  we  arrive  at  her  home. 
Unwelcome  those  lights  of  the  station 

That  draw  the  sweet  lass  from  my  side, 
Thus  ending  a  short-lived  sensation. 

Like  frost  on  an  early  springtide. 
The  train  is  now  swallowed  in  darkness 

And  rattles  along  on  its  way; 
My  love-dream  is  frozen  to  starkness. 

My  castles  all  tumble  to  clay. 
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TO  EDDIE'S  BABY 

Did  we  gather  for  a  funeral 

Or  a  dismal  dreary  wake  ? 
For  a  barbecue  or  picnic 

That  would  make  our  "  tummies  "  ache  ? 
Oh,  No  !   To  Eddie's  baby 

Our  proud  homage  will  we  pay, 
For  this  mite  has  come  to  bless  them  — 

And  the  Christening  is  today. 

Yes,  they  tell  me  it's  a  daughter 

And  it's  looking  fair  and  fine; 
So  the  lass  will  get  the  water  — 

All  the  rest  will  have  some  wine. 
Then:  Here's  to  Eddie's  baby  ! 

May  it  wax  in  strength  and  grace. 
Claim  the  wealth  of  girlish  beauty 

Stamped  upon  her  mother's  face: 

In  her  eyes  a  gleam  will  twinkle, 

Beneath  locks  that  curling  fall 
Around  cheeks  that  match  the  roses 

That  grow  wild  in  Donegal; 
And  we  trust  in  years  that  follow 

All  good  fortunes  come  her  way  — 
To  this  little  girl  of  Eddie's 

That  we're  Christening  here  today. 
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THE  FRIGID  MODEL 

A  group  of  lads  played  in  the  snow 

High  on  the  mountain  side, 
Each  chubby  face  was  all  aglow 
Yet  temperature  was  near  zero 

While  gales  in  furies  ride. 
Each  boy  with  shovel  busy  there 

To  build  a  great  white  throne, 
On  which  to  set,  on  regal  chair, 
A  masterpiece  of  snow  so  rare 

Modeled  on  flesh  and  bone. 

Their  model  was  a  spinster  maid 

Who  taught  a  village  school, 
Her  strongest  drink  was  lemonade, 
She  never  sought  the  arbored  glade 

Where  Love  and  Beauty  rule: 
Her  loudest  tones  were  all  in  praise 

Of  times  and  fashions  gone, 
She  loved  to  boost  the  "  good  old  days  ", 
When  lassies  were  trussed  up  in  stays, 

Like  hoops  upon  a  tun^ 

They  set  about  her  lines  to  trace 

Upon  the  soft  white  snow, 
They  rounded  out  the  hatchet-face, 
They  gave  it  charm  and  youthful  grace 

As  she  had  long  ago; 
A  pout  they  gave  the  twisted  lips 

Put  dimples  in  her  cheeks. 
The  hollow  chest  and  shrunken  hips 
They  fill  with  girlish  curves  and  dips 

Where  robust  nature  peeks. 
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Of  course,  this  thing  was  net  their  aim. 

They  meant  to  make  it  true; 
They  tried  to  form  a  lankey  dame, 
With  meagre,  manish,  boney  frame, 

But  this  they  failed  to  do; 
Perhaps,  had  it  been  wrought  in  stone 

Of  substance  hard  and  bare. 
They  might  have  struck  a  harsher  tone. 
But  moulding  it  of  snow  alone 

It  caught  a  softer  flare. 

Now  an  old  man  climbs  the  hillside, 

He  leans  upon  a  cane; 
His  travels  took  him  far  and  wide. 
To  distant  lands  where  dangers  hide. 

But  lure  him  back  again 
To  scenes  of  youth  and  ardent  love. 

Where  here  upon  the  hill, 
A  love-sick  lout  he  trod  the  grove 
To  music  of  spring  birds  above 

Himself  and  blushing  Lill. 

All  short  of  breath,  with  blinking  eyes. 

He  gazes  on  that  scene: 
With  wheezing  whoop  of  glad  surprise, 
"  At  last  ",  quote  he,  "  My  long  lost  prize  ! 
She'll  make  my  home  a  paradise  — 

My  faithful  village  queen  ". 
He  grabs  that  cold  thing  to  his  breast  — 

A  chill  goes  through  his  hide  — 
He  mumbles  low,  in  sad  protest, 
"  Of  all  the  maidens  I've  caressed, 
You're  colder  far  than  all  the  rest  !  '* 

Then  he  sank  down  and  died. 


94 


OUR  UNIVERSAL  SAINT 

Listen  children  !    Kindly  listen, 

To  my  little  Christmas  song, 
Let  your  bright  eyes  dance  and  glisten 

For  old  Santa  comes  along. 
Bringing  gifts  beyond  description 

For  the  waiting  Christmas  tree, 
And  each  gift  bears  an  inscription 

That  the  children  read  with  glee. 
Gifts  for  Eileen,  gifts  for  Walter, 

More  for  Kathleen,  Peg  and  me. 
Piled  aloft  like  towering  altar 

Raised  to  pagan  deity. 
Then  to  Santa  we'll  say  "  Slaintha  !  ", 

And  through  long  and  happy  years 
May  he  spread  his  joys  a-plenty 

While  our  praises  fill  his  ears. 
Some  call  Santa  an  "  Impostor  ", 

But  we  children  crowd  around, 
And  his  legends  we  will  foster 

For  no  truer  friend  is  found: 
He  will  take  such  pains  to  find  us 

As  no  mortal  friend  would  take; 
All  such  kindness  well  reminds  us 

Every  Christmas  when  we  wake. 
That  the  kind  and  good  Saint  Nicholas, 

While  a  man  of  Russian  blood, 
Bore  no  stain  on  shield  or  cutlass; 

That  his  soul  so  pure  and  good 
When  he  died  to  God  was  taken. 

And  in  Heaven's  mansion  wide 
Sainted  children,  once  forsaken. 

To  Saint  Peter  did  confide: 
"  Why  not  build  Saint  Nick  a  grotto 

Vaster  than  a  kings  resort 
Down  on  earth,  and  make  his  motto, 

'  Childrens  Joy  and  True  Comfort '. 
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Then,  each  year  in  depth  of  winter, 

When  the  snow  is  cold  and  deep, 
Let  Saint  Nick  be  Joy's  inventor 

While  the  days  so  slowly  creep; 
So  that  every  Christmas  season 

He  will  journey  'round  the  earth, 
Lighting  up  each  childish  reason 

With  God's  happiness  and  mirth  !  ". 
The  Irish  people  claim  Saint  Pat, 

The  French  have  Joan  of  Arc, 
And  Patron  Saints  of  this  and  that 

To  guide  them  in  the  dark; 
Saint  Nick  belongs  to  every  child; 

Each  child  his  deeds  proclaim  ! 
In  foreign  countries  far  and  wild 

Young  children  lisp  his  name; 
In  every  land,  in  every  clime 

Around  this  earthly  ball. 
When  winter  brings  in  Christmas-time 

Saint  Nick  is  claimed  by  all. 
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BIRTH  OF  CHOP  SUEY 

Some  years  ago  when  Li  Hung  Chang 

Went  touring  in  our  land, 

His  taste  for  food  with  piquant  tang 

Would  cause  him  to  demand 

Unheard  of  things  at  table  d'hote, 

This  fact  was  sent  around. 

He  being  a  statesman  of  note  — 

Of  wisdom  most  profound, 

In  every  place  where  he  sat  down 

To  luncheon  or  to  dine 

Every  reporter  in  that  town  • 

Went  there  to  get  a  line. 

On  how  the  Oriental  Sage 

Ate  wisdom  from  his  food. 

Then  scampered  off  to  write  a  page 

In  a  most  hetic  mood. 

Now  Li  Hung  Chang  had  humor  too 

As  well  as  wisdom  rare. 

So  next  time  he  sat  down  to  chew 

He  chose  the  place  with  care. 

And  chose  the  time  when  he'd  be  seen 

By  every  curious  scribe. 

Then  walking  in  with  lordly  mien 

Where  one  of  his  own  tribe 

Was  picking  up  some  scraps  and  crumbs 

To  place  in  garbage  can; 

Twirling  a  chopstick  in  his  thumbs, 

Li  Hung  Chang  then  began 

As  if  he  meant  to  eat  that  stuff 

When  the  door  opened  wide, 

The  writers  tumbled  for  the  bluff 

And  ate  the  mess  beside. 
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Behold  next  day  that  restaurant 

Was  crowded  to  its  doors, 

And  every  one  that  food  did  want 

And  some  they  called  for  more; 

Within  a  week  that  pesky  stuff 

Became  a  favored  dish, 

And  every  Chink  made  dough  enough 

Such  wealth  was  in  the  rubbish. 

And  that  is  why  you  cannot  find 

In  Pekin  or  Hong  Kong 

A  Chinese  dish  of  such  a  kind 

For  love  money  or  song. 
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A  DILATORY  SPRING 

What  is  it,  my  pretty  dear  ? 

"  Is  it  springtime  we  have  here  ?  " 

Dont  be  silly;  go  away, 

It  is  really  cold  today  ! 

Spring  brings  sunshine  in  its  wake; 

It  breathes  icely  from  the  lake. 

You  saw  a  robin  on  the  lawn. 

Surely  winter  has  withdrawn  ? 

That  bird  you  saw  with  crimson  panel 

Was  a  sparrow  wrapped  in  flannel. 

To  protect  him  from  the  cold 

His  chest  in  muffler  did  enfold. 

Then  dont  ask  me  to  talk  of  spring 

While  winter  with  his  mighty  swing 

Sticks  around  for  seven  months. 

Like  a  self-willed,  shallow  dunce, 

Who  to  gay  party  will  repair 

Not  invited,  but  does  not  care 

For  what  others  dare  to  think. 

He  is  there  to  eat  and  drink; 

When  all  welcome  guest  are  gone, 

Then  our  nerves  he  gets  upon, 

Like  winter  in  its  yearly  call. 

He  rushes  in;  leaves  wit  ha  crawl. 
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THE  LOST  TRAIL 

Oh,  much  I  thought,  then  I  penned  this  poem 
Of  plans  gone  wrong  and  ideals  lost; 
Thought  of  another  dear,  distant  home; 
Of  mistakes  I  made  and  what  they  cost; 
Thought  of  a  home  in  the  Laurentides, 
Where  my  dear  mother  her  time  abides. 

Then  deep  in  a  trance,  I  made  a  call 
On  the  lad  I  knew  in  the  years  ago; 
The  boy  I  met  was  not  pleased  at  all,  — 
In  sobbings  of  words  he  told  me  so, 
"  The  castles  I  built  were  all  for  you. 
Why  to  my  ideals  were  you  not  true  ?  " 

"  Can  it  be  true  that  the  man  I  see, 
Leading  a  senseless,  negative  life, 
Is  the  grown-up-self  of  this  boy  '  me  ', 
Who  lost  his  way  in  a  world  of  strife  ? 
My  heart  all  aflame  with  hope  did  burn,  — 
Where  from  the  road  did  your  footsteps  turn, 

"  To  a  winding  lane  that  leads  nowhere  ?  " 
"  I  watched  you  turn  through  a  mist  of  tears, 
Thwarting  my  aims  and  a  mother's  prayer, 
As  you  went  zig-zaging  down  the  years; 
Your  mother  had  others  on  whom  to  plan; 
My  hopes  were  centered  in  you  my  man  1  " 

"  Its  not  too  late,  wont  you  try  once  more  ? 
Keep  on  trying  and  you're  bound  to  win  !  " 
I  look  on  the  boy,  —  and  my  heart  is  sore, 
Why  to  such  weakness  did  I  give  in  ?  " 
With  a  firm  resolve,  once  more  I'll  try, 
With  "  Work  and  Win  "  for  my  battle  cry  ! 

He  spoke  no  more  but  he  understands. 
Blue-eyed  "  Willie  "  with  the  amber-hair; 
We  smile  on  each  other,  then  shake  hands: 
I  swear  to  that  youth  that  I'll  play  square  ! 
For  ghost  of  my  youth,  o'er  paths  uneven, 
Will  follow  as  Thompson's  "  Hound  of  Heaven 
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SCOTLAND'S  PATRON  SAINT 

Scotsmen  full  of  piety 

Convened  one  winter's  night, 
Near  Chapel  of  The  Deity, 

With  its  imaged  saints  in  sight. 
But  why  should  they  forgather 

In  the  shade  of  temple  quaint  ? 
To  put  their  heads  together 

And  select  a  Patron  Saint  ! 

One  chose  Paul,  whos  naked  sword 

Appeals  to  warrior  clan; 
One  said,  "  Peter's  keys  record 

A  knowledge  of  fellow  man. 
Someone  said.  Saint  Michael's  lance 

Defeating  the  Dragon  Sin, 
Might  serve  well,  in  vigilance 

To  restrain  the  fiend  within. 

One  lauds  Joseph  and  his  ways 

As  symbols  of  Industry; 
Sandy  sings,  in  lusty  praise, 

Of  locust  and  honey-bee. 
Food  of  Baptist  in  the  wild 

As  a  proof  of  contrite  soul, 
That  every  man,  wife  and  child, 

Might  in  Virtue's  nameextole  ! 

Another  stood  for  good  Saint  Luke, 

And  his  Gospels  plenary, 
Saint  John's  cause,  two  men  partook,  - 

For  his  stand  on  Calvary. 
Next,  a  farmer,  lean  and  browned, 

With  burr  in  voice  proclaims. 
Fables  citing  for  his  ground. 

In  rejecting  lustrous  names. 
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In  those  gospel  truths  so  dear, 

That  tell  of  loaves  and  fishes; 
That's  why  Scotsmen  should  revere 

Saint  Andrew  in  their  parishes. 
How  like  a  Scotsman,  to  forsee  ; 

His  chance  in  times  of  plenty 
Saving  those  crumbs  at  Galilee 

In  baskets  more  than  twenty, 

Now,  with  mind  of  one  accord  ! 

From  chapel  quiet  and  quaint. 
Each  plods  his  way  to  windward, 

As  pattern  of  Patron  Saint 
To  lands  and  clime  so  distant. 

Where  he  spreads  his  smiling  cheer: 
In  spending,  perhaps  hesitant. 

For  with  money,  he  is  "  Near  "  ! 
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IN  MANUS  TUAS  DOMINE 

Into  Thy  hands,  O  Lord,  today 

I  place  my  fate  with  trust. 
For  human  gods  have  feet  of  clay 

Which  Time  converts  to  dust: 
Ambition  bold,  of  haughty  mien. 

Would  lure  me  with  his  guile, 
And  Fortune  too,  that  fickle  queen, 

Inthralls  me  with  her  smile; 
But  all  their  gilded  dross,  O  Lord, 

Could  not  Thy  loss  repay; 
My  fondest  hope  will  find  reward 
In  Manus  Tuas  Domine. 

All  wordly  fame,  which  foolish  man 

Would  strive  so  hard  to  win, 
Is  but  a  cobweb  in  God's  plan 

Which  man's  illusions  spin; 
Proud  Vanity,  impotent  fraud, 

In  garish  garments  gay. 
May  flaunt  about  as  demigod, 

Poor  pampered  popinjay; 
Dark  Anger  fierce,  that  ugly  one, 

His  frantic  gesture  waves 
From  thunder-cloud  he  sits  upon, 

And  direful  vengence  craves. 

Let  mundane  gods  subject  the  fool, 

(Not  I  their  thrones  uphold) 
Such  gods  will  form  my  God's  footstool 

When  Tides  and  Time  have  rolled, 
And  countless  men  arise  once  more 

To  breath  in  air  divine, 
When  sea  and  sod  their  dead  outpour 

Responsive  to  God's  sign; 
When  prince  and  paupered  neighbor 

Will  share  an  equal  life, 
And  the  slave  set  free  from  labor 

Sits  above  the  prince's  wife. 
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A  great  white  book  all  records  keep, 

Where  many  a  murky  line 
Of  hidden  secret,  dark  and  deep, 

Those  awful  leaves  confine. 
While  noble  acts  and  virtuous  deeds 

Redeems  its  darkest  page, 
As  blossoms  blown  in  rankest  weeds 

Atones  their  gross  outrage; 
And  mankind  there  in  tremblig  minds 

Will  witness  worlds*  decay,  — 
My  groping  soul  its  garland  finds 

In  Manus  Tuas  Domine. 
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TO  L'HERMITE'S  HAYMAKERS 

{In  Albright  Art  Gallery^  Buffalo ) 

Soul-stirring  pictures  are  hung  there, 

Reflecting  the  dreams  of  a  world; 
Life  of  its  secrets  is  wrung  bare 

To  kindle  cold  canvas  unfurled. 
One  rustic  painting  there  haunts  me, 

Its  essence  my  fancies  enchain, 
Strange  its  appeal  and  poignantly 

The  visions  that  flash  on  my  brain. 
But,  tell  me  this.  Monsieur  I'Artist, 

Where,  in  all  your  wondrous  land. 
Could  you  find  models  such  as  these 

To  charm  your  master-eye  and  hand  ? 
In  rural  haven  of  Gypsy  lure, 

Fragrant  of  clover  red  and  white 
Exaling  perfumes  rich  and  pure, 

A  fairy-land  of  sheer  delight. 

Yon  robust,  shapely  matron  there. 

Relaxed  in  restful  abandon, 
Your  old  man  bent,  his  bald  head  bare. 

Naively  humming  an  old  chanson. 
Hammer  in  hand  and  mind  intent 

On  some  hay-day  of  yesteryear. 
Deftly  from  scyth  removes  the  dent. 

The  while  his  grandchild  lingers  near. 
Her  chubby  hands  grasp  fork  and  rake, 

While  her  trusting,  wide-eyed  gaze 
Pleads  a  bold  question  she  would  make 

As  might  those  simple  folks  amaze; 
Sun-browned  father,  with  half-shut  eyes. 

His  wealth  of  clover  will  appraise. 
Wafting  its  perfume  on  cloudless  skies. 

Thanks  The  Creator  with  silent  lays. 
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Perhaps,  your  artist-soul  took  flight 

Back  through  aeons  of  Time  and  Space, 
Back  to  Terrestial  Gardens  bright 

To  primeval  cradle  of  our  race  ? 
"  No,  no  !  "  you  say  in  certain  voice 

Mid  green  meadows  of  quaint  Champagne, 
Genius  led  my  art  to  rejoice 

Among  poor  peasants  of  the  plain; 
Sketching  there  by  little  blue  Marne, 

A  rapid  brush  at  my  command. 
Whose  furtive  strokes  gave  out  no  warn 

Of  the  bold  artist  close  at  hand.  " 
"  Little  Blue  Marne  "  you  say  I'Hermite  ? 

I  saw  your  Marne,  but  it  was  red. 
With  moaning  wave  like  winding  sheet 

Wrapping  the  dying,  veiling  dead. 

Sweeping  along  with  crimson  flood 

By  the  old  pier  at  Epernay, 
A  goulish  and  ghastly  neighborhood 

Echoed  its  plaintive  roundelay. 
But  why  that  curious,  anxious  look, 

And  why  that  pensive  puzzled  stare, 
Mixed  with  childlike,  sturdy  pluck 

Worn  on  baby's  face  so  fair  .'' 
That  child  was  born  in  Eighty-one 

Whom  you  painted  in  Eighty-seven, 
Long  before  war  did  right  dethrone. 

Waged  by  monarchs  coarse  and  craven; 
Could  crimson  bloom  on  clover  then 

Crimson  years  to  come  foretell; 
Terrors  born  in  Nineteen-fourteen 

Like  coming  shadows  cast  a  spell  ? 
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Had  she  such  gift  of  rare  foresight 

In  her  unclouded,  childish  gaze, 
Seen  in  her  visions  war's  red  light 

Around  their  ravished  home  ablaze  ? 
Perhaps  she  saw  their  smiling  sod 

Dug  up  in  hollow  gaping  squares, 
Saw  those  shattered  souls  to  God 

Make  their  flight  mid  dying  prayers  ? 

Could  she  have  seen  that  old  man  bent 

Trudging  the  road  a  refugee. 
Driven  from  home,  his  breath  all  spent. 

Tramping  the  dust  at  close  of  day  ? 
Could  she  have  seen  her  parents  there; 

Father  dying  on  that  same  field. 
Mother,  with  French  heart  brave  laid  bare, 

Shot  on  the  threshold  she  will  not  yield. 


FRANCE 

One  fair  land  my  heart  inspires. 

Where  Truth  and  Beauty  reigns; 
Where  poppies  bright  as  passion  fires 

Bloom  red  on  verdant  plains. 
In  that  cradle  of  proud  Honor, 

Where  Chivalry  takes  care 
That  no  shackles  fasten  on  her: 

Where  Genius  gets  her  share 
Of  Fortune's  fickle  friendship 

To  sustain  her  dreams  a-fresh; 
Where  Mankind  proves  a  kinship 

True  with  The  Word  Made  Flesh. 
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TO  RODIN'S  STATUE  OF  EVE. 

Lone  tragic  figure,  broken  with  remorse, 

Crushing  to  thy  bosom  vain  wild  regret; 

Checking  thy  milk-flow,  tainted  with  a  curse, 

Lest  thy  poor  children  drinking  in  beget 

That  crave  for  knowledge;  bait  of  tempter's  snare. 

On  a  branch  forbidden,  cunningly  spread. 

Thy  hand  clinching  nervous,  clutching  thy  hair. 

Fain  to  remove  the  curse  from  off  thy  head  I 

God  of  tender  mercies,  art  Thou  not  severe; 
This  rigid  sentence,  she  so  fair  and  frail  ? 
Why  in  Thy  wisdom,  didst  Thou  not  interfere, 
To  banish  all  evil  afar  from  her  trail  ? 
In  Thy  Lordly  Judgment,  must  we  ever  fear 
The  wrath  decending  as  thresher's  pounding  flail. 


POUR  AIMER  PLUS  LONGTEMPS 

{For  a  more  lasting  love) 

From  the  French  of  Gonzalve  Desauniera. 

I  love  thee  and  my  love  tale  is  not  for  thine  ears. 
When  I  falter  in  telling  trembling  wish  of  mine 
I  know  not  what  frantic  hand  destroys  it  in  fears 
Before  it  has  arisen  from  my  heart  to  thine. 

I  love  thee  and  sometimes  when  my  lips  indiscreet 
Are  pressed  on  thy  brow  given  guileless  to  me 

I  withold  its  light  thrill  through  fear  it  may  intreat 
What  I  would  never  dare  beg  assuredly  of  thee. 

I  love  thee,  above  all,  I  would  not  have  it  told, 
Thou  might  out  of  pity  my  love  then  immure; 

For  love  once  divided  has  such  frail  ties  to  hold, 
So  I  would  love  alone  that  my  love  may  indure. 
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TO  AN  OLD  SWEETHEART'S  PHOTOGRAPH  » 

Peeping  from  the  shadows  of  coal-black  hair, 
Your  face  wakens  memories  of  bygone  days; 
Of  cheeks  blooming  fresh  as  twin  roses  rare 
That  blush  in  the  springtime  of  a  world  ablaze. 
Time  tiptoes  by  on  his  incessant  march,  — 
Kind  perhaps  today,  —  tomorrow  leaves  a  hurt; 
Care  claims  a  quota  relentless  and  harsh; 
Joy  spreads  his  banquet  where  Cupid  will  sport, 
In  the  tuneful  temples  of  loving  hearts; 
Steals  perhaps  his  portion  from  sunny  hours, 
Leaving  us  to  mourn  each  time  he  departs,  — 
Yet,  will  he  return  to  charm  twilight  bowers: 
Meanwhile,  shadows  marching  o'er  dial  of  Time 
Moulds  in  mature  woman  a  soul  more  sublime. 


PEGASUS  TO  MORPHEUS 

Though  roses  cease  to  blush  for  bumblebees 
When  silver-maple  flaunts  her  crimson  hue. 
And  gray  skies  of  autumn  exiles  April-blue,  — 
Snowflakes  winging  weirdly  down  an  icey  breeze. 
Yet  no  thought  of  sleeping  sooths  poetic  soul 
While  her  airy  fancies  dance  to  pulse  of  spring; 
In  fairy  tuneless  rhythm,  borne  on  Muse's  wing 
To  castles  built  in  glory  on  memory's  aureole. 
Maiden  halts  her  sickle,  deep  in  harvest  field. 
Drinking  in  her  soul  the  joyous  song  of  bird. 
Dazed  by  her  day-dream,  neglects  her  golden  yield 
As  Jessie,  dreaming  outward,  strikes  a  bolder  chord. 
In  melting  waves  of  music,  tides  of  Time  to  ford 
On  drowsy  poetic  dreamings  of  singing  lips  unsealed. 
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WOMAN  YOU'RE  A  CHANGEFUL  THING 

Just  tonight  I  got  a  letter, 

The  post  mark  lent  a  thrill; 
But,  it  told  of  someone  better. 

That  her  maiden  heart  will  fill. 
Since  the  other  fellow  met  her 

I'm  no  longer  "  dearest  Will  "; 
Silken  soft  is  Cupid's  fetter. 

For  it  parts  at  woman's  will. 

Just  one  more  romance  ended; 

One  other  transient  ache. 
Passion's  wine  with  gall  is  blended, 

Clouds  will  follow  sunshine's  wake. 
Now  a  new  flame  has  transcended 

The  old  love's  waning  light; 
They  were  wise  men  who  contended 

That  old  Schopenhauer  was  right  ! 

TRUTH  AND  ERROR 

Error  bold  lead  Truth  one  day 

To  join  him  in  a  pool, 
Where  they  unseen  might  dive  and  play 

In  waters  fresh  and  cool; 
Then  crafty  Error,  unawares 

Slinks  off  in  stolen  clothes 
Of  Truth;  tries  with  arrogant  airs 

To  assume  a  guileless  pose. 

And  since  that  sad  day  down  to  this 

That  Impostor  is  found 
Playing  us  false  as  traitor's  kiss; 

Spreading  his  snares  around, 
While  gentle  Truth  is  ever  cold 

But  will  not  don  the  dress 
Left  there  behind  by  Error  bold. 

Which  silly  souls  caress. 
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WHERE  SHELLEY  FAILED 

What  I  learnt  of  poet  Shelley 
Could  never  be  told  in  words 
Or  in  moans  of  the  violincelli; 
His  verse  sublime  in  winged  rhyme 
Takes  flight  of  whirling  birds, 
And  flutters  in  with  fiery  dreams 
To  youth's  wild  credulous  brain; 
Tragic  beams  as  lightning  gleams 
On  a  wretched  night  of  pain; 
Within  his  narrowed  covers, 
All  the  beauty,  all  the  trance, 
All  the  love  of  clinging  lovers 
Charge  in  sweeping  avalanche. 
Yet,  never  in  love  he  bound  me 
With  ribbons  of  verse  he  wove 
Till  a  Woman's  arrow  found  me 
I  knew  not  the  pangs  of  Love. 

PORTRAIT  OF  A  LADY  IN  WHITE 

Great  wistful  eyes  that  look  into  mine 
From  the  sensitive  face  in  the  frame. 

On  a  background  of  oak  where  shadows  recline 
And  the  wealth  of  thy  beauty  proclaim. 

Traces  of  tears  on  snowy-white  cheek, 
Like  a  frail  lily  drenched  in  the  dew. 

Where  the  tempests  of  Life  so  wantonly  seek 
For  the  charms  of  thy  bloom  to  subdue. 

Sister  in  White,  thy  gaze  is  so  pure. 
Head  uncovered  I  stand  at  thy  shrine; 

Transfixed  by  that  gaze  of  magnetic  lure 
That  seduces  my  spirit  to  thine. 

Oh,  Angel  of  Light,  like  incense  aflame 
In  the  shadows  of  dim  convent  walls, 

Do  tell  me  thy  story,  whisper  thy  name. 
For  the  spell  of  thy  beauty  enthralls  ! 


Ill 


SCHOPENHAUER 

Genuis  Teutonic,  deep  and  dour, 
Known  to  us  as  Schopenhauer: 
Critic  caustic,  turbulent,  true, 
Read  by  many,  loved  by  few. 
Clothing  him,  who  comprehends, 
In  wisdom,  that  so  far  transcends 
The  drawdling  drivvel  of  our  day, 
As  meteor,  whose  luminous  ray 
Outshines  the  smug  sunflower. 
He,  who  gloats  on  tinsel  glitter. 
Will  resent  the  blunt  and  bitter 
Philosophy  of  Schopenhauer. 

FLIGHTS  OF  FANCY 

In  old  Saint  Bona's  a  monk  sat  down 
Lost  in  the  folds  of  his  ample  gown 
And  raptures  of  mildest  ecstacy 
Which  swept  his  soul.    In  his  reverie 
Visions  arose  on  the  twilight  brown; 
Phantoms  of  a  bygone  infancy. 
That  call  him  back  to  his  Dixie  town 
To  glimpse  the  lad  that  he  used  to  be. 
His  soul  unleashed  and  his  fancy  free 
As  angels  of  light  on  night  wind  blown. 
He  calls  on  the  boy  that  he  used  to  be. 

Finds  him  at  home  where  he  used  to  play 
Midst  youthful  joys,  and  the  bloom  of  May 
Fresh  on  his  cheek,  while  the  wide,  dark  eyes 
Look  up  in  timid  but  keen  surmise 
To  the  brown-clad  priest,  and  seemed  to  say, 
"  Its  my  grown  up  self,  I  recognize  !  " 
The  monk  hails  the  boy  in  friendly  way 

Across  those  years  to  apologize 

"  O  priest,,  go  back  to  your  cell  and  pray, 
I'll  return  to  the  mists  of  yesterday. 
For  in  you  my  dreams  I  realize  !  " 
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CLIMBING  ROSES  AND  NODDING  POPPIES 

Roses  climb  while  poppies  nodding 

Lose  their  drowsy  heads  in  dreams 
Where  the  warm  west  winds  applauding 

Join  the  babble  of  the  streams; 
Nature  ever  lauds  the  climbers 

On  the  dizzy  mountain  side, 
While  your  lowly  dreaming  rhymers 

With  those  poppies  seem  to  hide 
In  Life's  deepest,  greenest  hollows, 

Whereas  climbers  seek  the  moon. 
Aiming  high  as  skimming  swallows 

Wrapt  in  golden  trance  of  June. 

Yet,  those  poppies  breathing  sadness, 

Lacking  splendors  of  the  rose, 
Check  the  race  of  fever's  madness 

With  each  potent  drop  that  flows 
From  their  hearts  to  tortured  victims 

On  delirium's  burning  bed, 
In  despair  of  Science's  dictums 

Pensive  doctors  shake  the  head. 
Towering  thoughts  have  sprung  from  vision, 

Mighty  things  were  born  of  dreams. 
So  each  dreamer  has  his  mission 

Like  the  poppy  here  it  seems 
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L'ENVOI 

Vibrant  verse  in  vagrant  streak; 

Stories  spun  in  hopes  and  fears, 
Bravely  breathes  what  I  would  speak 

Into  listening  friendly  ears: 
Cares  that  haunt  and  hide  the  way 

On  Life's  steep  and  rugged  stairs, 
Hopes  that  live  for  but  a  day, 

Urging  feet  that  upward  dares; 

Not  to  climb  Parnassus'  slopes, 

Crown  of  laurels  there  attends; 
Wish  of  mine  ne'er  interlopes 

Where  the  world  in  homage  bends; 
Not  for  mansion,  not  for  gold. 

Not  for  transient  touch  of  Fame, 
Have  I  written  lines  so  bold,  — 

My  inner  urgings  were  to  blame. 

Caustic  critic  waste  no  time 

Picking  flaws  and  finding  fault 
In  my  crude  constructed  rhyme 

Which  lacks  polish,  yet  has  salt. 
With  some  verse  of  minor  note 

Rhymes  of  mine,  perhaps  may  claim 
Place  beside  some  verse  remote, 

This  has  been  my  only  aim. 


114 


DDiversify  of  Toronto 
Library 


Acme  Library  Card  Pocket 

Under  Pat.  "Ref.  Index  File" 

Made  by  LIBRARY  BUREAU 


